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THAT MALL FEELING 
We are taking a bath . My little sister is three years younger than me . I am eleven but I 
look older . We are playing with our mermaids . Mine has green hair that goes down to her 
fin . Sidney's has pink hair. Underwater the mermaids look like a shampoo commercial. I 
stick my head under and Sidney says, "You look like a car wash ." The mermaids discover 
the Prell tube - a submarine to them . It fires cannons but the mermaids have magic. They 
put a spell on the little men who live inside the Prell-tube. The mermaids turn them into 
parsnips . Then the mermaids eat the parsnips and laugh at how stupid the little men are . 
We get out of the tub , wrap scrappy towels around our bodies in different ways . We 
pretend that we are fashion designers . Sidney ties the ends of two towels together. 
"It's a mink wrap ," she says. We sit on the bath mat facing each other. We rock back 
and forth because it ' s cold. 
I say, Once upon a time there were two little girls . 
"What were their names?" she wants to know . 
Larissa and Tinkergirl , I tell her . 
"And they have a flock of baby parakeets that follow them everywhere they go," says 
Sidney . 
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Larissa and Tinkerbell get a job at the M&M factory giving guided tours, I say. 
"And the baby parakeets fly into the chocolate pools and get covered in chocolate and 
then they get sold at the store," says Sidney. 
Sure, I guess, I say. But what I really want to say is that Larissa and Tinkerbell give a 
tour to a group of snooty senior citizens. They catch an old lady stuffing her giant 
pocketbook with M&M' s. They tell her to stop but the old lady pulls out a gun and shoots 
Larissa in the head. 
"I like my story better," says Sidney and I have to admit, so do I. 
We go to the mall with our mother. "I want a flock of baby parakeets," ·says Sidney on 
the car ride there. 
"We' ll see," says my mother. Sidney' s been wanting a flock of baby parakeets for about 
three months now. She hasn' t been a pest about it but my mother hates all animals unless 
she's eating them. The chances of Sidney ever getting an entire flock of parakeets are slim. I 
don't want to burst her bubble so I say, Maybe Santa will bring them. 
When we get to the mall I'm supposed to meet my friend Carmen Penelope at the pizz.a 
place. Carmen Penelope is super cool but she doesn't like hanging out with little sisters. I 
ditch Sidney with Mom. We plan to meet back up at the entrance to JC Pennys in two hours. 
I go to Frank's Pizza Paradise, but I'm early and Carmen Penelope isn't there yet. I 
decide to use the bathroom to pass the time. I only have one dollar and I want to spend it 
later at the arcade and not on pizza. The bathroom is well-lit, and I am feeling lightheaded 
today because I haven't eaten much. I am very aware of my limbs, the size of my head, and 
the way my body moves a little too slowly. I could die right now, I think, and Sidney would 
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be the only one who would really noticed. I know this is a bad thing to thi~ and God 
would not like it if He happened to be listening to my thoughts. I have a trick that I fall back 
on whenever I start to feel this way: I recite in my head whatever I'm physically doing. I 
don't want to feel sorry for myself so I start the mind game. 
I am in a public bathroom stall. I am sitting on toilet paper arranged in a V to protect 
me from germs. I am pee shy. The woman in the next stall smells like a mom. Her shoes are 
beat-up burgundy high heels. I saw on TV a bunch of times a commercial about this thing 
women use in the bathroom to absorb little cups of dark blue water. Carmen Penelope says 
it's for when women get older they make a mess in their pants. It starts when you're a 
teenager, she says, and goes on until you die. But I imagine you can learn how to control it. 
Like toilet training. But I don't want to have to toilet train myself. Carmen Penelope says 
all women get it. Or at least most of them. It sounds like the lady's unwrapping a candy bar. 
I bet she has the peeing disorder. I have to know what she does with that thing from TV. 
I've seen some at home in the linen closet, but I don't know what you're supposed to do 
with them. I know it's rude but I can't help but want to stick my head under the divider and 
watch her. I know I can get away with it too. 
I stand up and push the toilet paper into the bowl. I can't pee. I pull up my pants and 
just as I'm zipping I fold my body in half to touch my toes. I look to the right. Nothing. I 
bend my knees and twist my head up, a clear shot of her left hand sticking a pad onto her 
underwear. A clearer shot of her spread-open thighs and brown hair encrusted with blood 
with a thick pink smile. Gross. It shocks me and I make some minuscule weird sound 
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because she notices me and she screams, "You fucking kid, what the hell are you doing?" I 
run out. She doesn't bother chasing me. 
Carmen Penelope is waiting for me outside. She is fourteen and beautiful. Her skin is 
perfect, like Snow White. She has blond curly hair that she always wears in a banana clip. 
She' s in the eighth grade, so she goes to school in a different building than me. I only ever 
see her at the mall. She wants to lose her virginity. Bad. I am eleven but she hangs out with 
me because, "You're so much more maturer than that ." I'm embarrassed because I'm not 
sure what losing your virginity means. I guess it bas something do with whatever happens 
after making out. I don't know and I don't want to ask her. I figure, I'll find out anyway--
eventually. She is filing her nails and leaning against a wall when I see her. She says, 
"Ready to rock?" and I nod. 
We walk from the pizza place to the arcade. The arcade is a long dark hallway filled 
with cigarette smoke and neon green lights that flash off the machines. Buzzes, bleeps, and 
choppy machine gun sounds distracts us from one another and we don't talk . We scope out 
the room for an open game. Even though no one' s looking at us, I try to walk as cool as 
possible. We get to Ms. Pac Man and wait for the kids in front of us to give up or move on. 
It' s two boys and they are taller than us. One is wearing a black Slayer shirt with tour dates 
listed on the back. The taller one is wearing an Old Bridge Wings hockey jersey; he's 
number 47-LaR.ock. 
"What's the probability of me getting laid here?" Carmen Penelope wants to know. I 
try to imagine every possible scenario. She could ask them if they wanted to play us in Ms. 
Pac Man and then work her way into a meaningful conversation that might lead to a phone 
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number exchange or meeting up some place tomorrow. Or we could just stand here giggling 
for awhile until they notice us. But they might laugh at us because obviously they're way 
older. Way older than me, anyway. 
I say, You have a sixty-five percent chance of getting their phone numbers. At least one 
anyway . That is all I can predict. 
She coughs . 
The Slayer shirt turns around He says, "Oh . There's, like, chicks waiting for this game, 
dude." 
The hockey jersey tilts his head back. "Oh." 
We wait for a bigger reaction. We are disappointed . Carmen Penelope lights up a 
cigarette. 
"This is a faggot game anyway. Let's just die already," says the Slayer kid . 
The game ends soon after. Slayer lets out a little "whatever" under his breath and they 
both turn around. Slayer is covered in red, pussy acne-completely, from neck to scalp . La 
Rock is kind of cute, but not really. Carmen Penelope giggles, chokes out smoke, and snorts. 
She turns bright red and then I start to giggle. I'm confused I think she might have just 
embarrassed herself . Slayer guy crinkles his nose and lets out a walloping "OINK! OINK!" 
La Rock just stands there, also confused and it looks like Carmen Penelope might cry. We 
tum around and start to walk out. They follow us. "OINK! OINK!" Slayer calls after us. 
Carmen Penelope is making big strides in her red cappezios, her head down with the 
cigarette stiffly sticking out of her right hand. Kids are looking up from their games to 
watch us leave and I hear a few scattered snickers . I turn around real quick and see La Rock 
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saying something to Slayer, pleading with him to stop. We walk out of the arcade, then 
through Bamburger's, out of the mall and into the parking lot where we'll be safe . We sit on 
the edge of the curb and look out at Route 18. 
Carmen Penelope snubs out her cigarette and says, "Stupid, stupid me! Why' d I have to 
snort like that? Why' d I have to do that?" 
I say that I saw the guy in the hockey jersey defending her to the other guy. 
"Really? Do you think he likes me?" 
I don't know, I say. You wanna go back and find out? 
"No . I think maybe we should walk around until we find them and then accidentally 
bump into them . Make it seem natural, you know?" 
We walk around for the rest of the two hours trying to find La Rock and Slayer but we 
never do. I tell Carmen Penelope that they seemed like assholes anyway, and she agrees. I 
never say words like asshole unless I'm hanging out with Carmen Penelope. I feel bad 
cursing out loud. God can hear that , for sure . I leave her leaning against the wall in front of 
Pretzel Hut smoking another cigarette. 
"I'm meeting someone here in twenty minutes," she explains, and I don't feel so bad 
leaving her there . 
Walking back through the mall by myself, I think about stupid things in my life that I 
have to stop doing. I know I'm not supposed to play with Barbie anymore, but sometimes I 
do anyway . And my little sister still likes to play so I play with her, too . It's a habit I have to 
break. Also I have to start dressing better if I'm going to hang out with Carmen Penelope at 
the mall trying to pick up boys . I'm walking slow because I know my mother is always at 
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least fifteen minutes late, when 1 see Slayer and La Rock in front ofMusicland talking to a 
girl with huge boobs. I am staring at her boobs because I can' t believe how BIG they are 
and than I get this strange wet, squirting feeling in my underpants. My own much smaller 
boobs seem to harden and I feel like I might puke, but I'm not sure . I am staring at this girl's 
chest and it occurs to me that my mouth is open and then Slayer recognizes me. 
He says, "Hey, where's your pet pig?" and then he slaps his knee and laughs like he's 
Gargamel making Smurf stew. 
La Rock says, "Shut up, asshole. You ' re scaring her. She's still a kid" 
But I don't feel like a kid anymore . At least for now. I feel like I've just discovered 
something very, very evil and it ' s dripping out of my private parts and it's slimy. 
When I meet up with my sister and Mom in front of JC Penny's, Sidney is holding a bag 
of Swedish fish and smiling. Mom is holding a shopping bag and she hands it to me. I look 
inside and ifs a bra . 
I don't want this, I say. 
"I know that. Don 't you think I know that? But it's time. You need to start wearing one. 
I got you some deodorant too." I want to die. 
I'm not wearing this, I say. 
My mother looks at me like she's very tired and I don't say anything else . I want to go 
home and forget about this day. I want to play with Barbie. Sidney sees I'm upset. She holds 
up the bag of Swedish fish. 
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"Do you want a red one?" she asks, and I realize this is why I love my sister. She didn't 
skimp out and ask if I wanted a yellow or a green. I take a red one and let it dissolve into 
jelly on my tongue for as long as it will. 
We pull into the driveway and Mom pops open the trunk. I hear chirping and realize 
that Sidney got her way after all. Two baby parakeets, sky blue, one a little fatter and shorter 
than the other. 
"It was supposed to be a surprise," says Sidney. "I was gonna put on a magic show 
with them but now the surprise is ruined." 
You can still do it, I say. 
She shrugs. 
In the kitchen Sidney sets the birds up in a brand new fluorescent orange cage. She 
attaches a water bottle, a feeder, a mirror, a swing, a pink plastic cord with bells on it and a 
flat white rock that, she explains, "will keep their beaks sharp for as long as they both shall 
live." Also that, "Their names will be Fido and Rover and they're going to get married as 
soon as they're old enough ." 
Duh, I say. Those are both boy names. You can't have two boy names and let them get 
married . 
"Why not?" she wants to know. 
I say, because boys marry girls and that's the way it is. 
She screams, "Mooooooom! Boys can marry other boys if they want to, right?" My 
mother is only three feet away, breading chicken cutlets. 
She shakes her head no and says, "That's not how God intended it." 
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I am looking at my mother in a way I know I shouldn't be. I am staring at her boobs 
and I'm waiting for that feeling I had in the mall to come back. But it isn't coming back and 
I think, maybe ifl just relax it might happen again. So I close my eyes and concentrate on 
nothing, but of course, nothing' s exactly what happens. 
The show takes place in the living room . A formal occasion . I'm the only one in the 
audience . My mother is asleep in her bed . Sidney comes out of her room wearing a brown 
towel for a cape and an Indian headdress. She is carrying the birdcage with both hands like a 
grocery bag . The cage is covered with her baby blanket but I can still hear the tweeting 
underneath . 
"Just pretend you don't hear that, " she says . She puts the cage down and runs back to 
her room. She returns with her old Easter basket filled with raw, white, grade-A eggs . 
"Behold . I am going to turn these ordinary household chicken eggs into actual living 
alive birds! But first a few jokes . Why did the chicken cross the road?" 
"Why? " 
"To be with all his friends!" 
I laugh anyway, like it's the funniest thing in the world . 
"How many chicken eggs does it take to turn them into birdies?" 
"How many?" 
"A million-trillion!" Sidney laughs for a long time . 
When it comes time for the eggs to finally turn into actual living alive birds the trick 
falls flat. Sidney thrashes off the baby blanket only to reveal the birds engaged in some sort 
of pecking war with one another . Sidney forgets she ' s performing . 
"Why are they doing that?" she asks . 
I don't know . It looks like they're trying to kill each other. They just need to get used 
to their cage , I say. 
"It's gross. It's like they hate each other," she says. I get a chill and shake it off. 
Let's leave them alone for awhile, I say. We watch TV until nine and then we go to 
bed . We leave the parakeets in the living room by themselves-still pecking. 
Alone in my room, I open the bag with the bra inside and try it on, It doesn't quite hurt 
but it ' s very oocomfortable, like waiting for a rubber band to finally snap and break free. It's 
too tight. I look in the mirror and my boobs are much bigger than before. The feeling from 
the mall starts up again. I decide to investigate. I pull down my underwear and sit on the 
bed. There ' s white crusty stuff in my underwear and I wonder if this has something to do 
with the peeing disorder . I remember what the lady in the stall's crotch looked like-all red 
and bloody--and it hits me . Not pee but blood I wonder if it hurts. I compare my own crotch 
to the lady' s and decide mine is much nicer. Hers had too much hair on it, like a beard 
Right now mine is wet and squishy and the mall feeling is rising in my breasts again . My 
whole body is stiffening up and I wonder what I can do to prolong this experience. I lie 
down on my stomach, under the covers, naked. Perfectly still . I play a game with myself. 
How long can I lie here without wiggling? I start to time myself, but then I forget that I'm 
timing myself, and instead I'm thinking about the girl in the mall. Then I start to think about 
Carmen Penelope and what kind of bra her mom might have bought her and then I realize 
how weird I'm acting and I have to pee . There is so much pressure pushing out from inside 
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my crotch that I think about touching it to push the energy back in. I don't though. I put on 
my robe and go pee. 
Fido and Rover wake me up with their squawking at six-thirty the next morning. Time 
to get up for school soon anyway, I think, and make my way towards the bathroom . Sidney 
is already awake and standing in her nightgown in the living room. She is staring into the 
cage. Mom's still in bed. 
"I think they might be hungry. Will you feed them?" she asks. 
I'm not sticking my hand in there, I say. 
"They seemed so nice at the store. Maybe we can return them ." 
You can't return a pet. It's like adoption . It's final, I say. She looks at me scared and 
disappointed. They are not what she expected. 
"Do you want them? I don't think I want them anymore ." She sees by my face that I 
won't say yes and starts talking again before I can answer. "If you don't, I'm taking them 
back. They're not what I wanted. I wanted a boy and a girl so they could get married and · 
they're not." 
They're probably brothers, I say. Brothers always fight. I don't know why I'm defending 
them . They're evil. It's obvious . But it doesn't seem right to just bring them back to the 
store like a yo-yo. If they're moving around than they have a soul and that's just like a 
person in Heaven. Sidney is looking at me impatient. I say okay. 
"They're your problem now," she says. My sister doesn't normally snap at me. She is 
very even-tempered for an eight-year-old. We go into the kitchen nook next to the living 
room and pour ourselves some Cheerios. Sidney opens the refrigerator but we're out of 
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milk. No bother, we eat them dry, one by one. We sit side by side at the kitchen table facing 
into the living room. Fido and Rover are trying to bump each other off the swing by pecking 
one another on the foot. Or wing. Or whatever they can peck. 
"I wonder what would happen if they accidentally ate people food instead of birdie 
food," Sidney says. "Do you think they might get sick or something?" 
Probably, I say. 
"That would be a real shame," she says. She shovels a handful of Cheerios into her 
mouth. She crunches for a long time. 
We don't feed them that morning. Or the morning after that. On the third morning they 
look tired. I open a can of tuna fish and make sandwiches for lunch. The birds are staring at 
me, following my movements with their neck-slash-heads. I know they must be hungry by 
now. I take the leftover tuna slime and dump it in the cage through the bars. As I'm doing it 
my stomach stabs me with its own powerful guilt mechanisms. There's just something not 
right about these parakeets. They're making me think messed-up things. I want to hurt these 
birds. I want things to be normal again. 
. 
Me and Sidney are playing that our Barbies are on a game show. We make a set out of 
shoe boxes, paper towels, and magic markers. The name of the game show is The Winner's 
Circle and the object of the game is to finish the host's-Ken's-sentence with a rhyme we 
both agree doesn't suck. (It's okay to say 'suck' because that's actually a real word too, not 
just a curse word.) For example, Ken might say, "Bananarama is my favorite band ... " and 
then my Barbie responds, " ... they sing faster than an airplane can land." Then Sidney's 
Barbie makes up a rhyme, say, "Venus on the Mountain Top is really neat. When I hear that 
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song I eat raw meat." We judge which one is better and that Barbie gets the prize. So far 
I've won a trip to Bermuda, a new car, and a fabulous matching living room set. I think my 
rhymes are usually better but we each wind up winning exactly the same amount of prizes 
because I know she's younger than me and not as smart yet. Sidney is deciding what the 
next prize will be (a toss-up between a free makeover and a waterbed) when the phone rings. 
It's Carmen Penelope. She wants me to meet her at the mall. She's already there, calling 
from a pay phon~. 
"Like, I just saw those guys at the arcade, and I think the cute one really likes me." 
I could take the bus and be there in half an hour but my mom's still at work and I can't 
leave Sidney home by her self. 
"Just bring her with you," she says. 
I can't do that, I say. My mom will freak out if she comes home and we' re not here. 
"I know! Why don't I bring them over there, to your house? I'd bring them to my house 
but it' s like, a total mess. You wanna?" 
I really don't wanna but I know this is Carmen Penelope's big chance to lose her 
virginity. I say okay and hang up. Sidney is already packing up the Barbie stuff when I tell 
her I can't play anymore. 
"I heard," she says. I open the refrigerator and search for something decent to make. I 
end up making celery sticks covered in chunky peanut butter and arrange them neatly on a 
platter. I go into my room and put the bra on. Just in case. I spend at least fifteen minutes 
trying to get my hair to look like Daisy Duke' s but it comes out looking more like I used too 
much conditioner. Flat. Sidney comes in with a plastic pink headband she never uses and I 
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gratefully put it on. I bring the celery platter into the living room and place it on the coffee 
table. 
Tweet-tweet. Flutter-flutter. Fido and Rover are wrestling over the big white sharpening 
rock on the side of their cage. Little bits of feathers are flying out and landing on the carpet. 
Fido seems to be winning the wrestling match because Rover is actually under him when I 
enter the room. Rover's tail feather is being pinned down by Fido's orange feet, 
immobilizing Rover, and causing much high-pitched squeaking. 
"I'm really starting to hate them," says Sidney. 
The doorbell rings soon after and I see La Rock, the Slayer guy, and Carmen Penelope 
standing on my front stoop. 
Hi, I say. Carmen Penelope looks sick, paler than usual. 
"Like, this isn't going to take that long," she says before she can even get inside. The 
boys grunt and we all walk into the living room where Sidney is picking up the birdcage to 
hide in her room. 
''Hey. where you going with those birds?" asks La Rock. 
Sidney looks at me, terrified: a boy is talking to her. She stands frozen for a second and 
than plants the cage back down on the floor and runs into her room. 
She's shy, I say. 
"These are pretty cool birds," says La Rock. "Do you ever let them out of the cage?" 
God no, I mean, we just got them. We haven't had a chance yet. 
"You really should. They need the exercise. That's probably why they're so worked up 
in there." 
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Cannen Penelope gives me a look that says, Do what ever he says. She has her feet up 
on the coffee table and she lights a cigarette. The Slayer guy is standing in the doorway, not 
getting too close. 
Whatever, I say. And I think, maybe that is why they've been acting so crazy. La Rock 
opens the cage and grabs Fido in his fist, letting him go outside the cage . He doesn't have to 
grab Rover because Rover darts out of the cage as soon as La Rock lets go of Fido. The two 
of them head straight for the window and bang their heads into the glass. They flutter 
backwards a few feet and then they do it again. And again. And again, until I'm afraid 
they're going to get brain damage if they don't stop. I'm getting really freaked out and the 
four of us are just standing around, not saying a word, just watching these birds kill 
themselves. Finally, Slayer guy says, "Those are some fucked up birds you got there, man." 
"Maybe you should put them back in their cage," says La Rock. 
You took them out, I say. 
"They're your fucked-up birds," he says. 
' 
I try. I really do. Sidney comes out of her room and watches me chase them both back 
and forth as they crash over and over. They hit their little heads about twelve times each 
before Rover starts spinning around in circles like a cartoon. He does a belly flop and lands 
right smack on top of the peanut butter celery sticks. Sidney screams. But it sounds like a 
happy scream. A cry of relief. One down and one to go. With Rover out cold it's much 
easier to catch Fido as he deflects off the glass. I catch him by standing still in the middle of 
the room with my hands extended, guessing where he'll rebound. Fido is much lighter than I 
thought he'd be and La Rock holds the cage door open so I can shove him back in. Once 
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he's back inside the cage I have a chance to check out Rover. Ifhe isn't dead, he's definitely 
in a coma . Sidney says she's going to start digging a hole in the backyard and she leaves to 
go outside . 
"A-duh," says Carmen Penelope. "We can't bury him unless we know for sure he's 
dead." 
"Hey, do you have a hammer? I could clobber him over the head with a hammer. Then 
he'd really be dead," offers Slayer guy. 
"This is so cool," says La Rock. 
I can't decide what to do. If Rover is in a coma there's still a chance he might wake up . I 
don't want to bury him alive. I think it's best to wait at least an hour, I say. Ifhe doesn't 
wake up by ten minutes before my mom's due home then we should clobber him and bury 
him in the backyard with a funeral service and everything. In the meantime though, I don't 
want to touch him . 
So we just leave him there, face down in the celery sticks, and go downstairs to play 
Spin the Bottle . We use an empty Pepsi bottle Slayer finds in the garbage. We sit Indian 
style in a circle on the rug and Carmen Penelope lays down the rules. The first time the 
bottle lands on a person you haven't kissed yet you get a peck. Then open mouth, then 
tongue, and then five minutes in the bathroom. She spins first and the bottle points at me. 
"No fair," she says. "I get a re-spin ." 
"Uh, that's not what you said a minute ago," says Slayer . I don't care either way. I've 
never kissed anybody before but this is only a peck. It doesn't even count. She leans over 
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and barely brushes my cheek with her lip-gloss. The first round is all pecking so it moves 
pretty smoothly until everyone has pecked everybody else. 
"Let's just skip to the tongue," -says Le Rock, looking at Carmen Penelope. "We don't 
have that much time before her mom comes home." 
"Totally," she says and whips the bottle with her palm. It lands on me again. "Oh Jesus." 
This time I want her to kiss me. I don't care what she says. Rules are rules. I lean into 
the center of the circle. She does the same. 
Slayer guy says, "Oh boy." 
She opens my mouth with her lips and lays her tongue down on my mine. She doesn't 
move it at all and I start to want her to. Le Rock pokes me in the stomach and I fall forward 
into Carmen Penelope. Just like in the movies only it's two girls instead of a boy and a girl. · 
I keep forgetting where I am and Carmen Penelope has her hands on my butt and Le Rock 
and Slayer are making strange grunting sounds but I can't tell what they're doing because 
my eyes are closed. Plus, I don't care. Then Carmen Penelope starts making grunting sounds 
and I realize that the mall feeling is back inside my crotch, only different now, more intense 
and bubbly. I start making noises too because that's what everybody else is doing and then 
the door flies open. It's my mother. She's holding the celery platter with Rover on it and she 
screams when she sees what we're doing and drops the whole thing on the ·floor, proving 
once and for all that Rover is, in fact, quite dead because he bounces when he hits the rug. I 
look around and Le Rock and Slayer are both touching their things. They are trying to stuff 
them back into their jeans but their things won't bend and their faces are pink. And my 
mother. My poor tired mother wants to know, Since when do children have orgies? And she 
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just can't handle this pressure anymore and this is why Dad left, didn't I know that? And 
could I please inform her when I'm going to have guests? And who the hell are these people 
anyway? And ~y am I not outside helping Sidney dig? And you just can't decide to have a 
pet and then abandon it once you realize it's not all fun and games and the children start 
doing things that you think are disgusting and you just wish they'd die so you ignore them 
until they do. 
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I MISS MY BROTHER 
Byron is my brother. He fills my universe with odd jobs . I happily fetch his skateboard, 
prepare his cheese steak medium rare. I give up the remote control when he walks into the 
room. College steals Byron away to a place called Boston. My dad says it's cold there . I 
stay behind in Jersey . It's September and the flu floats through town. Byron leaves me here 
to die. I have funeral fantasies. I am ten years old. In my mouth I have the taste of stale 
chips left out all night. 
It's ten a.m. on a Saturday morning and the Smurfs are singing their farewell anthem. 
Byron doesn' t wave back when the Chevy clunks out of the driveway. The car is a gray blur 
that rattles up the street, blinks for a left turn, and goes. The stoop grows arms and I am 
stuck. I want to run . Say, hey, you forgot me! I want to catch up to them before they reach 
the Parkway , before the tollbooth. Crows scream in the distance. The cargo train passes, 
rumbles my empty stomach. I pound stairs to get to his bedroom. I clean it. Console myself 
it must be done. Fold that tee shirt . Change those sheets. I finish in ten minutes. All his stuff 
1s gone. 
My twin sisters are three _years older than me. They listen to Duran Duran. They are out to 
get me. One day they are watching General Hospital. I am in the adjoining kitchen making 
Shrinky Oinks. I color a pair of poodle ears pink. I preheat the toaster oven to 350 degrees. 
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The box says that in just fifteen short minutes the poodle ears will transform into a magical 
keepsake to treasure forever . I want to know what time it is . The twins have matching gold 
watches they got for Confirmation. I ask them what time it is. They ignore me. I ask again. 
Nothing. I get up from the table. I walk squarely across the room, stand in front on the TV . 
Their eyes flicker like animals getting ready to pounce. I imagine they will stand up soon. 
Throw a temper tantrum. They do not. They are happy I did this . They like it when they me 
piss off They win. What time is it? They are smiling now; they glance first at each other, 
then down at their watches. In unison . They shrug. If Byron were here he'd do something 
about this . He'd whip them with a wool blanket. He'd pour milk in their hair. He' 'd hock up 
phlegm balls on their stack of Sassy magazines . 
Five minutes or twelve months pass in the space between Boston and Sayreville. 
Everything changes . I hate my new boobs . They feel like halved-lemons loosely stapled to 
greasy cardboard. I want them to fall off In school I hate them all. My Catholic school 
uniform barely zips together. Soft flesh bums tight under plaid polyester . In the morning I 
press them down, but like balloons they pop back up . It takes several minutes for the jumper 
to behave, to squash the lemons hard enough to make them fit. I walk with back arched, 
pray with each chest-first step my boobs don't bust through . Eventually my mother takes me 
to J.C. Penny's . She picks out three 
B-cup bras. Pink. Purple. White . It makes zipping the uniform together easier but I am 
ashamed. Boys snap the straps and I swear never to wear a bra again. The boobs fight back. 
They get bigger . I stash the bras in a shoebox and throw it in the woods . 
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In the seventh grade the uniform is altered for growing boobs. Better late than 
never, I suppose. I get my sisters hand-me-downs. I am grateful for the relief. I think about 
my voice. I conclude to avoid pain at all costs. I stop talking, speak only when asked a direct 
question. The path to bliss is rocky but I trust in the Lord. I wait for someone to notice. 
Jon Bon Jovi. I buy all his albums. I press rewind. Obsession. A real life Hometown Hero. 
Sometimes I walk by his old house and stare at the shrubbery. Jon's shrubbery. Jon is my 
new Byron. I plaster his face over wallpaper. A declatation of pubescence. His smirk is 
infectious. I carry a framed picture in my book bag. He gives me hope. 
One day I am convinced I see Jon at Pathmark buying tampons. He is on line with 
an ugly woman with feathered bangs and a white leather jacket. It's dirty and she looks 
mean. I imagine her sharp purple nails rip down my face. Tire tracks screech to a halt, leave 
bloody trails. I follow them both for an hour. They think I'm crazy. I am. Jon forgets butter 
and runs back to grab it. Of course, I go with him. He gets Land O'Lakes and I think, how 
dumb. Mom never gets Land O' Lakes. She gets Pathmark brand. But wait. This is Jon. I 
pick up a pound of Land O'Lakes and run back to Mom, still shopping. I casually toss it in 
her cart. She doesn't notice. 
I get the flu and never recover. I sneeze for six months. My teacher calls my mom. 
She says I miss too many days. My teacher has the shiniest nose in the world. It hurts to 
look at her. Embarrassed, I look down. She says I am aloof. 
I have a doctor's appointment. He says I have too much mucus for a girl my size. He 




The shrink is an asshole . Dr . Dick chain smokes . It fascinates me . I stare at the 
ashtray as it slowly fills up with gray. When it reaches the top I go home. I lie and tell him I 
hate boys. It doesn 't matter. I'm not allowed to play Spin the Bottle anyway. Debbie says. 
Debbie rules the world . Her mom ' s class mother AND she's a cheerleader. I hate 
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cheerleaders. I have a philosophy: Why cheer when you can be cheered for? Dr. Dick says I 
should dress like a girl. You'll never get a boyfriend wearing ripped jeans and high tops. I 
like the way I dress . He encourages me to be a cheerleader. Basketball's for boys. 
Cheerleading boot camp last three days. It is monkey torture. Ready, guys? Okay! I 
attempt a split and eat lettuce . On the first morning Coach Bimbo informs me I have no 
school spirit. I wasn't aware that it was required . She also mentions that one must yell 
loudly . Since I don't speak she is concerned about my future on the squad . On the third day 
she threatens to withhold lunch from the entire team until I learn the proper way to clap . 
Humiliated, I decide it is time to speak. Withholding nourishment from children is a capital 
offense as stated in the Bill of Rights. She tells me to do three laps around the outside of the 
gym. My face is on fire . Debbie and her gaggle of giggling girls are staring at me. I trot out 
of the gymnasium and go waaah waaah waah all the way home . 
Dr . Dick asks why I am aloof. I don't know what that means. I hate Debbie . I want 
to be Debbie . We fight for a year . I make no progress. I press rewind. Stare at Byron ' s bed. 
Smell his socks . Miss his hockey equipment. 
There is a dance. I want to go. In the schoolyard I overhear the gaggle. Debbie is 
getting a prom dress from NoName . I walk to the mall. It takes three hours. There is slush . I 
cross Route 18 and almost die. I don't care . I skip the department stores and head straight 
23 
for NoName. House music blasts from six stacked speakers. My intestines vibrate to the 
bass. I hate House music . I feel nauseous. I shop on. I find the perfect 1988 outfit. A black 
shirt that says AMERICAN BOYS in big red letters . A white puffy skirt like the kind 
Debbie Gibson wears, double rolled up socks-- black and white. It costs fifty-two dollars . I 
need a job. 
Byron delivered papers when I was little. I decide to get his old route . My father is 
so proud. He drives me to the distributor , Mr. Pulaski. The office is in the basement of his 
house, behind the washer and dryer . He looks happy to see me. That route's one big hill. 
You sure you want it? Duh. He hands me a fluorescent orange cloth sack that states in bold 
black letters : The Suburban. He tells me the history of the paper. It was founded in 1962 by 
a group of bored housewives . Back when your brother had the route the paper was free and 
I paid him a monthly salary. But last month we issued a new policy. We 're charging a $1.20 
a week. You might run into a few old timers who refuse to pay. That's okay. You should 
make enough money off the people who do. Plus tips. 
Hmm. This sounds fishy. I do it anyway. I spend hours folding papers, inserting 
supermarket flyers, wrapping them in thick red rubber bands. It's late December and my 
hands are stained black from the newsprint. I trudge through the mud-lined streets, toss 
bundles onto driveways, under parked cars . I wish I had a bike. On Christmas Eve I collect. 
I assume everyone will be in a generous mood. I am wrong. I knock on a door. An old man 
with a hammer stands in a tiny foyer. Collecting for the Suburban. He tells me I am the 
worst paperboy he has ever encountered. Everyday he fishes through the gutter for the 
paper. It should be on his porch, goddamn it! He ain't paying me one red cent. He waves 
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the rusty hammer . I ten him I'm a girl and pennies are brown. He mumbles. Slams the door . 
I make precious little money. I need the perfect outfit. I call the law library at Rutgers 
University . Inquire about my rights. The nice lady on the phone says that babysitters , 
paperboys and waitresses are not protected under the minimmn wage law . I need a plan . 
Months pass and I realize I dislike work. Only half the people on my route pay me 
for the valuable service I provide . My father says I am learning how to function in a 
capitalist society. That everyone wants to screw you over for money . It is my job to screw 
them over first. I become a garbage picker . Wrap half my papers with trash in the center. 
Place an old pizza slice at the perfect angle. Sprinkle on a fistful of dirt for good measure . I 
throw these special papers on the roofs of the houses that don't pay . My plan is simple . 
Torture them until they pay me to stop . It's only fair. 
I win a goldfish at a carnival. I name it Bob . I feed him three times a day. He jumps 
out of the bowl. I find him raw and naked on my bedroom floor. He looks like he just threw 
up. His body curls at either end . I kneel down to take a closer look. I make a tiny Sign of 
The Cross over his head and bury him in the back yard. I stand in the center of the yard and 
lift my hands up to Heaven . I make a deal with God. I promise to stop wrapping garbage 
inside the newspapers if he promises to bring Byron home. I lay a package of Gummy bears 
on top of Bob ' s grave . As an offering . It rains that night. Three days later , Bob rises from 
the earth. God mocks me. 
Pink slips arrive daily. Newspaper complaints. I light them with a match over the 
supermarket flyers, let the ashes scatter . I am close to my goal. Mr. Pulaski calls . I buy my 
outfit and get fired on the same day. I want to tell Byron . I'm sure he'd find that funny. I go 
✓ 
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stag to the dance, watch sherbet melt into the punch bowl. They play House music and I eat 
doughnut holes. No one asks me to dance. Debbie does the Roger Rabbit with ease. I leave 
early. Contemplate selling the perfect outfit on consignment. 
In high school I meet a boy who puts his tongue in my mouth. I remember an 
episode of Gimme a Break. Samantha tells Nell Carter she got pregnant from French 
kissing. A laugh track plays and Nell Carter says sex is something different. Oh. I promise 
God never to have sex unless I'm married but I'm not sure what sex is. Nell Carter says it's 
okay to kiss, so I do. 
Me and the boy go to a motel on Route 18. The boy says he worships me because I 
am unaffected by life . He kneels at my feet and asks me to pee on him. He says he wants to 
soak in my juices . In the shower he asks me to poop on him. Peeing doesn't sound so bad 
anymore . He begs for it. I tell him to crouch down; close your eyes. He does and I splash 
some water on his face. He moans and says, Oh Rita ... 
I have a series of nightmares involving Bob the fish. In the dream Bob is the size of 
a person, dead on my bedroom carpet. Or someone is trying to break down the door . I 
struggle to keep him out but the door flings open and it's a six foot long Bob. He flops into 
my room and somehow manages to pull his own head off. Inside it's Byron. He says, Death 
before Jersey. 
I fail the driver's exam four times. I am angry at Byron. He never came back to get 
me. He could've taught me how to drive. At eighteen, I am the only person in Jersey without 
a car. Never mind a license. My social life is limited. I press pause. I wait for coll~ge. 
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I go to the same university as Byron . My roommate is a Southern Belle. She 
reminds me of Debbie . She orders panties from Victoria Secret. She hangs a picture of a 
starving Ethiopian child above her bed to remind herself that others suffer while she does 
not. She gets her period and leaves a dirty tampon in the shower stall. I pick it up with 
chopsticks and throw it on her bed. She puts a line of masking tape down the center of the 
room. I spit in her bottled water. 
The Bob dreams continue. I take pills to stay awake as long as possible . I am 
delirious . I go to the cafeteria and fantasize Byron is with me. He gets a cheese steak and 
root beer . He tells me how much money he makes, what the cafeteria looked like when he 
lived in the dorm . I complain about my roommate and he says that ' s nothing compared to 
some of the crazy roommates he had . 
My eyes seldom close. I search . I walk to class . Linger on the crosswalk. Wait for a mail 
truck to hit me . Wait for God to come clean on our deal. I want to be slapped . Hard . Make 




BA BA AND THE RETURN OF THE MISSING PERIOD 
I missed my period. It was three weeks and four days late. I wasn't worried. I knew I 
couldn ' t be pregnant. 
I've been working at Quickie Chek since high school graduation . Two years . It's the 
only place in town where management doesn ' t care how you dress. They 're happy if you 
just show up. I live with my parents a mere quarter mile away from Quickie Chek but I 
drive to work everyday . A morning commute is essential to my sense of pride. 
Halloween was a full two weeks away and yet I had already been egged on two 
separate occasions. The first time was about four days ago . I still don't know who threw it. I 
was rolling the garbage out in a shopping cart someone stole from Marshalls when it hit me. 
In the shoulder. It bounced right off and splattered on the sidewalk. 
"Who's out there?" I called. No reply . 
The second time , the egg came from within a bush strategically located on a small 
hill on the island divider that separates the parking lot at the Quickie Chek mini mall. These 
two halves are important territory markers because they set up borders. On the left is 
Quickie Chek, where I am allowed to park for up to sixteen hours without being towed . 
(Although I've noticed they only tow on the third Tuesday of every month , a fact I believe 
to be linked to the meter maid's menstrual cycle .) Everyone else parks on the right side. 
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Everyone else is the people who work at Art and Tart ' s Pomo Video Emporium, Sensible 
Shoes, Pizza Purgatory, Cluck You Chicken, some bank, and a dentist. The only people who 
care about this unspoken rule are Ba Ba Grocery employees who risk being arrested if 
they're caught on Quickie Chek property doing something nasty, like say, throwing an egg 
atme . 
Not that anyone ever gets arrested . It's all a part of the mock danger involved in 
doing something you know you ' re too old for. Like hiding in a bush with a carton of Grade 
A is really something you want on your record . 
Anyway, the second time was the day before yesterday, at 5 :51 a.m. in the parking 
lot. It was a brisk autumn morning, barely even dawn . I stepped out of my lime green 1971 
four-door Maverick and lit up a minty fresh Virginia Slim Ultra Light Menthol. I leaned 
against the side of my car and sucked a drag of fiberglass . The last bad song I heard on the 
radio was still stuck in my head . I sang it out loud to make it go away. 
"We 've got a thiiiiing they call radar looove- " 
Splat. 
It really hurt . Little bits of shell were embedded in my scalp- sticking out like 
shards of glass . Yolk congealed with styling mousse . I was pissed . I had spent half an hour 
in the bathroom blow drying my hair. Now it was ruined. At least my outfit was spared. I 
had on my best vinyl miniskirt , blue fishnets, plaid combat boots and a sweater . The bush 
laughed . I wiped my forehead . Specks of blood. Gross! That asshole. 
"Come out come out whoever you are! Show your face!" I threw my lit smoke 
into the bush . 
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"Oww," said the bush . It was that John DeLigio . He was wearing army clothes. A 
camouflage get-up pleasantly accented by a bright orange Supersoaker. A cute little wicker 
basket, filled with eggs and a blueberry Slushee Dog. hung over his arm. 
"Your disgusting Vagina Slime almost burnt me, woman," he said. 
"Serves you right , you freak . I'm bleeding for Christ's sake." 
"Poor bay-beeeeeee ." John made a pouty face . He picked up a crumpled 
Bamburger ' s shopping bag and leafed through it. He found a flat plastic box and threw it at 
me. I dropped it. 
"Nice catch," he said. "It ' s a first aid kit. Knock yourself out." 
Inside the box there was an empty bottle of Robitussin, about a dozen Gold Coin 
condoms, and a canister of whipped cream-John ' s idea of a painkiller, I guess. I took three 
condoms . You never know . 
"Thanks a lot, soldier." I threw the box back and he smiled. 
"You're welcome, Girlie girl." He ducked back down into the bush and made an owl 
sound. 
Inside Quickie Chek the overhead lights buzzed . The line at register one went all 
the way back to the dairy case . The morning coffee rush. The most chemically addicted 
and appreciative customers we have. They ' re still half-asleep so they never argue, insult or 
demand faster service. Grateful for the caffeine and nicotine, they tend to forget they're 
supposed to be in a bad mood . My co-worker, Claudius, had arrived early to relieve the 
graveyard shift. He was struggling to fit a gallon of milk into a plastic bag when I arrived. 
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"Hark! Thou art wounded and covered in slime. Prey, who could commit such a 
heinous crime as that which my eyes cannot refuse mine heart?" 
" It was that John DiLigio . He's still out there." 
"Go now. Make haste to the lavatory. You will mend this superficial scrape 
presently. Alas, your pride will not be so easily remedied ." 
"Right." 
Claudius gets into character--and stays there for weeks, months depending on the 
role . He wants to be an actor. I think he takes it too far. Plus he sucks. No one has the heart 
to tell him though (except the customers.) And I figure he'll probably work here, or 
somewhere else equally shitty, for the rest of his life . So let him dream. On a planet that 
defines self-worth in terms of what your job is, in our case, ringing up commodities , a guy's 
gotta have hope . 
I cleaned up in the bathroom. It was just a scratclr-not worthy of a Band Aid. My 
hair was another story. I plucked a Trenton Thunder baseball cap off the hat tree in aisle 
four. I pulled the tag off when the security camera spanned away. 
''It is imperative, indeed, that we avenge our enemies . We will gain the upper hand 
in this battle of the witless. The dark king of convenience will laugh no more . BA BA, 
BEWARE!" 
Claudius and I were goofing off. The morning rush for coffee and cigarettes had 
ended at 9:30. I read Auto Repair Weekly and Claudius studied his latest script. 
"Who are you supposed to be?" 
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"I'm King Ernest from Death Death Death. You know, the Broadway masterpiece? 
It's only the Elizabethan sensation that's sweeping the nation. I plan on auditioning in New 
York next month." 
"Good luck with that." 
"Thanks. Dost thou plan revenge on DiLigioT' 
"Yeah. But I can't think of anything good right now. It's too early. Hey, want a 
muffin?" 
"Sure." 
We waited for the camera to pivot to the right. Claudius jammed a box of Salem 
Lights at the base to keep the camera focused on frozen foods. We ate our apple muffins 
from the bakery case without fear of getting caught. 
Ari The Sensitive Jew strolled in. 
Ari works with his dad on the other side of the mini mall at Sensible Shoes. They 
sell hand-sewn footwear made on an Israeli kibbutz. They are the ugliest shoes in the solar 
system and the only people who buy them are old fat women imported from neighboring 
towns where Jewish people actually live. After they buy their shoes they hobble on their 
walkers into Quickie Chek and buy bobbie pins or bread, and complain and knock things 
over with their giant pocketbooks. Ari's dad was shot last year while bending over to pick 
up a shoehorn. It was probably a Neo-Nazi Satan worshipper. It was some guy in a ski 
mask, said Ari's dad. The guy shot him in the knee, so now he limps and has to sit a lot. Ari 
runs the shoe store for him. He's twenty-one but he looks sixteen. Nobody likes him 
because he's Jewish, especially the Neo-Nazi Satan worshippers. Our little town has a lot of 
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them. They hang out in the woods and drink beer. For the most part they're harmless, but 
every once in a while they'll shoot Ari's dad. Ari and his dad are the only Jewish people in 
Parlin so the Satan worshippers have started getting bored lately. The latest craze in the 
world of hate is beating up faggots and throwing them into clay pits. Claudius was scared. 
"Hey Girlie girl," said Ari. He was wearing his glasses, a tweed jacket with patches 
on the elbows and a hideous pair of Sensible Shoes. 
''Hmm. Let me guess. Two large coffees, black, five sugars in one, two in the other, 
half a dozen plain bagels, and one lemon poppy muffin with extra butter." 
"Amazing, how' d you know?" 
"It's what you always get on Thursday. Tomorrow you'll get three salt bagels, an 
apple turnover and orange juice. I know how your mind works. Better watch out." 
"Ooh. I will." He laughed his dorky laugh which I always find extremely attractive. 
"What happened to your head?" 
Claudius answered for me. "John DiLigio hath the aim of a great athlete and the 
ability to turn birds into eggs. He causes much anguish from within his bush." 
"What?" asked Ari. 
"He egged me." 
"Oh, the strategically located bush on the divider. I should have known. Someone 
carved a swastika into a stale matzo ball and threw it on my windshield the other day. It 
smelled really bad." 
"You don't think it was DiLigio, do you?" 
Ari gave an uncommitted shrug. 
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"It is a terrible task to be a sensitive Jew whence surrounded by Catholics who 
worship the devil." 
I said, "Yeah, that bites. Hey, do you have any good prank ideas we could use 
against Ba Ba?" 
"Let's see. I'm probably the foremost authority on evil pranks seeing as I'm always 
the butt of them. What about the old Ex Lax in the Slushee Dog machine? DiLigio loves 
Slushee Dogs." 
The three ofus agreed to meet up at two o'clock to give DiLigio diarrhea. 
A few hours later I was stocking peanut brittle when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I 
didn't look up from my price gun. It was probably just another annoying customer. 
"Excuse me, do you work here?" It was a man's voice--sounded about forty. 
"Yup." 
"Just wondering ifl could speak to your manager for a moment or two." 
A salesman. Claudius had warned me about them. "Just get rid of them," he had 
said. "They're morons." 
I would have too but the man brought to light a serious question, one I had never 
bothered to ask. Who is my manager? The signature on my check? I had no idea. 
I put down the price gun and looked up. Standing above me was a giant green 
M&M. Maybe he wasn't a salesman after all. I stood up and walked back to the check-out 
counter. The M&M followed. Claudius was on a break. 
"I'm the manager," I said. "What can I do for you?" 
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The M&M smiled confidently. "I'm the CEO of Modem Christian Productions 
Incorporated. You might recognize me from the Christian Home Shopping Channel. My 
products have been featured regularly since 1996. I'm here to unveil an exciting new 
product that will more than triple your monthly profit. Allow my assistant to demonstrate. 
Oh, Farrah, would you come over here for a second?" 
A beautiful blond goddess-like creature appeared out of the feminine hygiene aisle. 
She wore a red sequined evening gown. A diamond tiara floated through her hair. She 
walked like a model and stopped next to the M&M. She flashed a toothy smile and waved 
like Miss America. I'm not sure who she was waving at. Certainly not me. I had forgotten to 
unjam the security camera after muffin time and it occurred to me that now might be a good 
time to have it working. 
"Go ahead, Farrah." . 
"Hi. My name's Farrah. And if you're like me you're a virgin. But like most God-
fearing white females between the ages of 14 and 27 you probably find yourself wondering, 
am I worthy to be chosen by God to bear his next Son? Well, guess no more! Thanks to 
today's rapidly advancing Christian technology you can test your virtue in the privacy of 
your own home. It's the Immaculate Conception Home Pregnancy Test and ifs yours for 
the low, low price of $19.95 plus state, federal and local taxes. Ifs so simple a child could 
use it! Just slip it under your stream of urine and wait ten to fifteen minutes. If you're not 
pregnant with the Messiah the number 666 will appear in the small rectangular window 
indicating that you have failed God and are destined to the fiery pits of Hell for all eternity. 
If you are, in fact, pregnant with the Lord the angel Gabriel will descend upon you and ask 
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you if your willing to accept the challenge God has created you for! It's that easy! So pick 
up the phone and dial 1-800-I LUV GOD, and order your own Immaculate Conception 
Home Pregnancy Test today. And if you order now we'll send you, absolutely free, this 
beautiful limited edition hard cover book entitled Abortion Be Gone! It lists all of the 
known abortion clinics in the United States and Puerto Rico that haven't been bombed yet. 
Absolutely free! Abortion Be Gone gives tips on how to enter each clinic undetected, shows 
original top secret floor plans from the ground up allowing you to plan escape routes via 
back doors, fire escapes and much, much more! When planning your next terrorist attack 
consult this remarkable piece of literature for up to date information on all your bombing 
needs. Remember, the only good abortion clinic is the one that you destroyed. Make God 
proud. Kill sinners now! Operators are standing by." 
"That's the TV version. We've just begun our expansion into retail. Do you have 
any questions? How many units should I put you down for? Fifty?" 
"Just out of curiosity, why are you dressed like a giant M&M?" 
He frowned and looked at Farrah. She rolled her eyes in reply. 
"You just don't get it, do you? Cocaine will suck all the vitamins out of your body!" 
"What are you talking about? I'm not into cocaine." 
"You see that Farrah? She was using the street lingo, 'into cocaine.' Only an expert 
would pick up on that. Let me right this down. Do you have a pen? Oh never mind. I'll 
remember. So. Where were we? 0~ yes . How many units should I put you done for? 
Twenty-five, right?" 
36 
"We already carry pregnancy tests and nobody even buys those. Why should I want 
more?" 
"Because these have the pope's personal stamp of approval, that's why! Duh!" 
"Okay, not another peep. Just get out before I call the pope myself and ask for 
validation. This is crazy." 
"Fine. But at least take a free sample. Call if you change your mind. Remember the 
number, 1-800-1 LUV GOD." The M&M plopped a box on the counter and left. Farrah 
tagged behind. 
At two o'clock my shift ended Ari and Claudius piled into my car. Claudius let Ari 
take the front seat. We headed for Ba Ba. 
"Did you get the Ex Lax?" asked Ari. 
"We were planning on stealing it from Ba Ba, along with all the other fiber-based 
products in the store." 
"Nice." 
"This is the plan. Ari, you are to distract the foolish DiLigio by proposing a round of 
whippits in the bathroom. You will promise to watch over the store whilst myself and Girlie 
girl do the dreaded deed. Then we will sojourn in this stately Maverick and sustain our 
merriment." 
"Okay." 
I parked the car on a residential street behind a minivan three blocks from Ba Ba 
The guys grunted to get their testosterone flowing. I tried to get in touch with my masculine 
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side by thinking about professional wrestling. We stood in a circle outside the car, our hands 
in the center. Claudius made up a cheer. 
"Whether successful or sadly defeated we part this lot, let us never be contaminated 
by diseases of the groin. Come, let us remove." 
"Yeah, go team," said Ari. It was cute watching him try to act cool. 
We had to wait outside for the store to clear out. We smoked cigarettes to look 
inconspicuous. After about ten minutes DiLigio was finally alone. Ari entered first. 
Claudius and I ducked behind a garbage can under a window. We saw Ari approach the 
counter. He was smiling a lot and gesturing towards the ice cream section. John DiLigio was 
reading Tasty Tit magazine and eating a foot long. He pointed to the ice cream and Ari 
walked towards the cooler. He took out four cans of whipped cream and put them on the 
counter. He said something and DiLigio looked up from his magazine. He laughed and 
nodded. Claudius giggled. DiLigio got up and walked away with the whipped cream. Ari 
waved at us. 
We ran straight for the medicine aisle. Claudius stuffed all the fiber-based 
constipation remedies into his backpack. I grabbed all the Ex Lax-type medications and 
started throwing them at Ari who was already talcing the lid off the Slushee Dog machine. 
All three of us started opening the bottles as fast as we could and dumping them into the 
different color Slushees that swirled around in circles. We dumped the bigger bottles first, 
managing to get about ten in each before someone pulled into the parking lot. 
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Claudius and I tried to act natural but shoving thirty empty bottles of Ex Lax into 
backpacks can be kind of a frantic dance . Ari waited until we were almost done before he 
ran into the back to get DiLigio. Four customers walked into the store just as Claudius and I 
were leaving. I recognized at least one as a Neo-Nazi Satan worshipper. Ari was screwed. 
Claudius and I waited outside. Through the window we watched Ari carrying 
DiLigio like a limp doll out from the back room . He must've done too many whippits 
because he was totally out of it. The Satan worshippers recognized Ari and DiLigio got 
dropped on the linoleum floor. I ran for the car and Claudius tried to distract them. He 
walked in and started performing from Death Death Death , which really confused everyone . 
By the time I made it back to Ba Ba with the get-away car the Satan worshippers were 
outside beating the shit out of Ari and Claudius . Four against two . Claudius was getting the 
worst of it. He was pinned up against the door by a Neo-Nazi Satan worshipper while 
another one clobbered him over the head with a forty . His nose was bleeding . DiLigio was 
still passed out on the floor inside . Ari was holding his own against the other two but his 
tweed jacket with the corduroy patches was ripped on one shoulder. That really pissed me 
off I love that jacket. I opened my truck to find something hard I could hit them with. I had 
jumper cables, antifreeze, seven broken AM car radios and a dirty blanket. Hmm. I grabbed 
the antifreeze , a radio and the blanket. I ran up to where they fighting and threw the motor 
oil at the guy who was punching Claudius. He started screaming, "My eyes! My eyes! You 
fucking skank hol " So Claudius got at least one clean punch in . But then the guy who was 
holding him down just started pummeling him . Besides, one clean punch for Claudius is like 
one clean slap for most girls. Then I went up behind one of the guys who was hitting Ari 
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and threw the dirty blanket over his head, clocked him three times with the broken radio 
before he got the blanket off. That gave Ari time to hit the last guy pretty good. Everyone 
was bleeding by then except me, so I guess it was my tum . The guy with antifreeze in his 
eyes broke his forty over my head when I wasn't looking. He was still screaming, "Bitch! 
Stupid Bitch!" I thought for sure we were going to get slaughtered after that. I really pissed 
them off. But then DiLigio came out of the store with a shiny black pistol. His eyes were 
bugging out and he was dragging his feet, slurring his words . 
"No-bodee ist gonna fuck around no more. Or I'll shooth ya! I's mean it!" 
He looked crazy , dragging his feet like that. His tongue was too big for his mouth. It 
kept falling out onto his cheek. We all stopped what we were doing. 
"Now dropth your wey-pons!" 
I dropped the radio . All the other "weapons" had already been broken over our 
heads . 
"Now get outta here, ya hear meeth!" 
-
The Neo-Nazi Satan worshippers walked backwards to their car and sped off, 
muttering things like, "Fucking-A, dude. What ever you say, man ." As the)'. were pulling out 
onto the road, DiLigio pulled the trigger . Pop! It was a cap gun. 
He said, "Aisle threeth, next to the Silly Puddy." 
We all sat down to smoke a cigarette on the curb. Ari helped mend Claudius' bloody 
nose with a tissue. DiLigio came up with another one of his famous first aid kits; this one 
had more than condoms and Robitussin, but not much. 
"Wut jus happened?" he asked . 
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"Fire and brimstone! Alas, that troublesome quintet hath made a mockery of my 
manhood . Companions, all of you, sit bloody as the hunter. Fare thee well pride," said 
Claudius . 
"What?" 
"They hit him for being gay," said Ari. "And you did too many whippits ." 
"And her?" DiLigio looked at me . 
" She's a sympathizer," said Ari . 
Diligio ran into the store to get ice for Claudius ' s eye. We all agreed, in light of the 
circumstances, that we felt bad about stealing and dumping Ex Lax into the Slushee Dog 
machine . But not that bad. 
When I got home I was tired. My head hurt from the forty. My parents weren't home 
from work yet. I collapsed in my bed to watch cable television. I fell asleep to a female mud 
wrestling competition . I woke up at two in the morning wide-awake. I wanted a cigarette. 
I searched through my bag and tossed out all the empty bottles of Ex Lax. I threw the 
fiber pills into my bathroom . I found the Immaculate Conception Home Pregnancy Test and 
I remembered I still hadn't gotten my period. The box had a picture of a Jesus statue with 
His arms extended. The caption above His head read, "Try Me. I'm Newl" The directions 
were simple, just like on a real pregnancy test. 666 for no, the Angel Gabriel for yes. What 
the hell, I thought. I had to pee anyway. I peed in a cup and let the stick soak. I didn't want 
to miss. After about fifteen minutes nothing happened so I turned the TV back on. "Dr . 
Quinn Medicine Woman" was performing an operation on a horse . I was starting to get into 
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it when I heard a scratch at the window . I pulled up the shade and saw the giant green M&M 
perched on a ladder . He was waving. I opened the window and let him in. I don't know why. 
I felt drunk . 
"I have a message for you from God. It's pretty self-explanatory." He handed me a note 
written in black crayon on loose leaf. It read: Buy comfortable shoes. 
I felt like I was about to puke . I knelt in front of my toilet and let it all out. Three 
good heaves and I was done. I shuffled back into my room. The M&M was gone. I looked at 
the stick test. No change. 
The next morning I skipped work and went to the doctor. I didn't want my parents 
knowing I might be pregnant so I went to the South Amboy emergency room instead of the 
regular doctor. I'd put the bill on dad's credit card, figuring I'd explain it to him later . I 
called first to see if you had to make an appointment for a sonogram. The lady said yes. She 
said the six a.m . was open and to drink at least a gallon and a half of water before coming 
m. 
I arrived a little before six a.m. There were five people in the waiting room ahead of 
me . One of them was John DiLigio. He saw me and smiled . He was slouched over on a 
kiddie chair with his arms wrapped around his belly. He belched. I knew I should have felt 
guilty but I didn't. I filled out the paperwork and tried to sit down on the floor next to John . 
My bladder refused . I decided to stand . I was thinking that I might piss my pants when 
DiLigio spoke . 




Even though I was the last to arrive my name was called first. I was very grateful. 
The OBGYN came out and shook my hand . 
"I'm Dr . Susan ." She looked nice enough, about thirty with dark brown skin. I had 
never had a doctor who wasn't old, male or white before so I was surprised and relieved. I 
hoped she'd be less abrasive than the others . 
"Get me a lollipop ," called DiLigio . I ignored him and walked away with the doctor. 
"I'm ready to burst. Is it okay if we do the sonogram-thing first?" 
"That's not how we usually do things . First I like to ask a few questions , do some 
blood work , that sort of thing ." I did a little pee pee dance. 
She laughed. "I guess we can make an exception." 
I changed into a paper gown and sat on a table next to a computer screen. It had all 
sorts of telephone wires and weird stuff sticking out of it. Dr. Susan rubbed extremely cold 
gel on my tummy and put a black stethoscope-looking-thing on top of the gel. A picture of 
the inside of my uterus appeared on the screen . There was a tiny person inside me, 
swimming around in yellow muck. 
"That's strange," said Dr. Susan . 
"Is something wrong with her?" 
"Her? No . It's just that this is a black and white monitor." 
After the sonogram I skipped down the hall to the bathroom. I was happily peeing 
away when the girl in the next stall stood up on her toilet bowl and peered down at me. 
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"Make the right choice. Say yes to God." It was Farrah, still wearing the tiara. I 
stopped peeing mid-stream and ran back to the examining room. 
I was still in my first trimester. I could have an abortion ifl wanted to. But I didn't 
want to. I wanted to know who the father was. I hadn't had sex in over six months. This 
baby was impossible . I decided I had to quit smoking immediately . I drove around for a 
while trying to remember something I forgot but it only made me want to smoke. I decided 
to buy comfortable shoes. Maybe the M&M knew something I didn't. 
Sensible Shoes opened at eight and I was the first customer of the day. Ari was 
arranging a display of ugly slippers when I walked in. His tweed jacket was stapled back 
together at the shoulder. 
"Skipping work?" he asked. "I had to listen Claudius complain about his eye again 
this morning. How could you do that me? So what's up? You hurt from yesterday or 
something?" 
"No, not really. I saw DiLigio at the hospital." 
"The hospital? What were you doing there? What's wrong with you?" 
"I'm pregnant and I don't know who the father is." 
''Not cool." 
I nodded. 
Ari picked out the least ugly black boot Naot made. I had to hand it to the people on 
the kibbutz. They made one comfy shoe. I put them on my dad's credit card and went home. 
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There was a message on the answering machine from Dr. Susan. She wanted to 
schedule several more appointments. I erased it and went up to my room to take a nap and 
maybe vomit a little . 
The stick test was still lying on the nightstand where I left it, the crayon note neatly 
folded underneath. I opened the shoebox to see if anything would happen. Ari had left a note 
on top of the tissue paper. It read : Take care of yourself. If you need help , call me at work or 
home. 
I put the shoes on and went to the bathroom . John DiLigio was sitting on my toilet. I 
screamed. 
" Sorry. Your Mom let me in an hour ago . Listen . I'm so fucking ill right now , I can ' t 
even tell you . The Slushee Dog machine blew up last night. Total fluke. Out of nowhere. At 
first I thought the Neo-Nazi Satan worshippers put a bomb in there or something . I called 
Mr. Ba Ba and he said I should just throw all the slush away but I didn't want to waste it. So 
I drank it. All of it. I don't know why . But now I'm super sick. Sorry I lied this morning . I 
was just embarrassed , I guess . But that's not why I'm here. This M&M showed up at the 
hospital after you left and told me to give you this. I think it's a necklace. " 
It was a circular metal ring, strangely light in weight. I touched it and it lit up . It 
floated up to the level of my stomach and stayed there. I grabbed it but it burnt my hand . 
"What is it?" asked John . 
"Get some oven mitts." He pulled up his pants and trotted down to the kitchen. 
He came back with two thick oven gloves . 
"Give them to me ." 
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I wrestled with the halo for three hours but eventually gave up. I told John to get 
lost, that I had to pee. When I pulled down my underwear there was a big bloodstain in the 
center. I decided to take a walk in my new shoes. Maybe go back to Sensible Shoes and ask 
Ari to marry me. The exercise would be good for our baby. Poor DiLigio. He was outside 
my window, puking his guts out into a shrub. 
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VJRGIN CHICKEN 
Fat Chick and the German Shepherd 
I'm walking home through Old Bridge, New Jersey, with a boy named Brennan I 
know from camp. A gray VW bug chugs up next to us on the shoulder along Route 9, which 
is odd, because cars don't normally slow down on highways. I try to play it cool, because 
the driver is a super fat dirtbag chick with razor sharp hair and she's smoking a cigarette. I 
think maybe she needs directions somewhere so I look up from the pavement, which I've 
been staring at, hoping she'll speed up again once she realizes she doesn't know us. 
"What the fuck are you looking at, bitch?" says the fat chick. 
"You," I say. 
"Well you better stop looking! Or someone's gonna get a beat down." 
I'm holding a Bible. I wish I'd worn something tougher looking today, not this 
stupid pink alligator shirt and these super-gay white shorts. I hate to admit it, but this bully's 
in the right place . She talks and I know that at any minute now I should say something 
clever and a laugh track will play . She'll stand her ground until the end of the episode, when 
I confront her, my self-esteem reaffirmed by an appropriate adaptation of our show's theme 
music. I snicker . Rudely. 
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"Are you laughing at mer' she asks. Brennan looks up from the sidewalk. His 
cheeks are the color of cherry Starbursts. He looks at me and smiles. He's not scared 
anymore. 
He says, "She's laughing at you-because-" 
"Because why?" 
"Because you have such a FAT HAIRY ASS!" 
I stop walking. The VW bug stops rolling . I hear the click of a car door unhinge . It 
squeaks open, pushed out by a very large black leather boot. Brennan drops his Bible. I hear 
him scream, "RUN!" and I do. Brennan has a head start. But I, for one, am not about to 
forsake my Bible. It has my name in it. The only reasonable place to run is towards Niko's 
Florist. Everything else is either a house or a bar. I'm making long, fast strides but I'm not 
as fast as Brennan. I hear the VW start up again and I turn around. The fat chick is laughing 
at us. Hard . We ' re gonna die. Brennan is a whole house ahead ofme and he takes off into 
someone's backyard. I see this as a stupid move and keep making tracks for Niko's, 
although what I'll do when I get there , I don't know . 
I hear a dog bark. Then Brennan is screaming in pain. Oh, Jesus. Now I'm definitely 
going to Niko's . The fat chick is closing in on me in her VW. She parks on the sidewalk and 
leaves the motor running while she waddles up behind me on the walkway into Niko's. I'm 
about to open the door when she grabs me by the pink collar and slaps me down onto the 
slate path . 
"What did he say?" 
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"He said, you better watch out for scary Batman ." I'm relying on instincts now . 
Words are coming out of my mouth but I'm not sure what I'm saying. What will I say next? 
"What?" she asks, stupefied. I can see her more clearly now . I'm staring into her 
silver pentagram necklace and noticing her harelip. 
"He's retarded. He pees his pants, you know . I have to walk him home but his mom 
pays me ten bucks to do it." 
"What? Where is he?" 
I shrug. 
"Little pussy . He ran. I don't care what's wrong with him. He's still a little pussy. He 
better not try that shit again, get it?" 
"Yup," and I smile. Somehow I've won here. She reaches her hand down to where 
I'm still slumped on the ground . After a second I realize she's trying to help me up. I take 
her hand and pull myself up . She lights up a cigarette and exhales in my face . 
"You a virgin?" .she asks . 
"What? I, um, well ... " 
"You are, aren't you?" 
"Well, I'm only twelve. What did you expect?" 
"What's that in your hand? That's not a bible, is it?" 
"Yeah. I'm coming home from St. Bernadette's . Its Bible Camp this week." 
"Oh fuck, you are? Shit. Well, I gotta go then. Tell your friend no more fucking 
around, you hear?" 
"Okay." 
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She gets in her car and drives away . I feel kind of light-headed all of a sudden. Like 
I could've imagined this. I walk slowly to the yard with Brennan and the dog in it. Sure 
enough , I find him standing on the roof of a garage , his right ankle a bloody mess and a 
German Shepherd below, barking up at him . The yard is fenced in so I yell from the safety 
of the other side, "You okay?" 
"I thought you were dead," he calls back . 'Tm bleeding but I'm cool. I think I might 
have rabies . Call 911." 
The dog starts barking again . He looks vicious . I laugh . What else is there to do? 
''I'll go and see if anybody's home ." 
Brennan nods without looking at me. He ' s staring at the dog. 
It ' s one of those houses that's been around longer than the highway , the kind that 
used to be part of the family farm or something. The paint is gray and peeling so it looks 
like a haunted house . I walk around the edge of the fence, waiting for it to end. It never 
ends . In fact , the only way to knock on the front door without risking an unpredictable 
amount of blood loss is to take a handful of pebbles from the gravel driveway and start 
chucking them at the house. That's what I do . Lightly. I'm trying to avoid windows at first , 
but they make the most noise, so after awhile I do start aiming at windows. Plink plink . 
Pluck pluck. Bark bark. The dog is louder than the pebbles. 
Brennan yells, "Hey! Anybody home! We got a situation out here!" 
No response. More barking . 
"He looks hungry, " says Brennan . 
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"If only we bad some meat. We could throw the meat over there someplace . That 
would distract him long enough and you could make a run for it." 
Brennan looks like he might start crying soon. The dog is foaming at the mouth . 
"Why don't you just take your Bible and throw it over there? Maybe he'll 
think you' re playing fetch ." 
"Good idea," I say, even though it isn't. 
"Throw it far!" 
I throw the Bible, hard and loose, like a discus, from my side. It spins through the 
air in a straight line headed for the house , shatters a window with lace curtains and then 
apparently hits some old lady in the head because the next thing we hear after the shattering 
glass is, "Jesus Christ Almighty on a tree ! What in holy hell!" The dog is so confused . He ' s 
running back and forth between the broken glass and the garage. Brennan is doing some 
variation of the pee-pee dance trying to decide what to do. Finally , I scream , "Jump! Ifs 
now or never !" 
He jumps just as the old lady is coming out of the house waving my Bible in the 
sky with one hand and pointing at Brennan with a big pointy umbrella with the other . 
"You there! Hey , you! Little boy! Where do you think.you're going?" 
But it' s too late . Brennan is already on the gravel and trying to outrun the German 
Shepherd . He gets to where I am on the other side of the fence and has one leg up on the 
coils when that nasty , slobbering animal takes another chunk out of his already bloody 
ankle. 
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"Ahhhhh! " I pull him over the fence . Brennan plops on top of me, my hands 
around his armpits , and then rolls over on his back. The dog is chewing a piece of his pants 
and sniffing . Brennan can't get up to walk home . He ' s out of breath and bleeding . The old 
lady makes her way over with the umbrella and Bible. She says my name, looks right 
through me. 
"Ann, is this your Bible?" 
"Yeah ." 
"I bought insurance from your father ." She gives us Band Aids and a ride home. 
Brennan admits he ' ll live . 
Daddy's Little TV 
My father is late for dinner. He usually gets home from work around seven-thirty or 
eight but now it's nine o' clock and I just want to eat. I made eggplant parmagiana and it's 
starting to dry out in the oven. It's summer and today was the last day of Bible Camp. I 
don't have anything to do so I watch TV. I'm in the kitchen flipping through sitcoms for 
one that doesn ' t look too predictable . Halfway through "Family Ties " and Mallory has a 
new boyfriend. Her parents disapprove and I can sense that a heart-felt family discussion is 
in order . Her parents will learn that they misjudged Nick. He's not so different from them 
when they were his age, now that they think about it. The more I sit around waiting for my 
father to come home the angrier I get at the TV . It's not real. I unplug it. Pick it up and use it 
to push open the screen door. I set it down on the grass in the front yard . I get my father's 
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hammer from the garage. I hold the hammer above my head like an ax and I'm about to chop 
wood. Only I've never chopped wood, only seen it on television . I shatter the bulb first and 
let the glass shards fly into the shrubbery. It's dark out, the only light coming from the street 
lamp, which is buzzing and blinking on and off. Now that's real, I think. And I feel it in my 
stomach moving around like a hamster. I want to be real. 
My father pulls into the driveway. His lime green 1979 Ford station wagon is 
dragging its rear end against the gravel in the drive. I'm overwhelmed with the realness. 
This is all happening right now, live. I drop the hammer . The TV is finished anyway. My 
wrist is bleeding and I'm happy about this. Not as much as Brennan's ankle but it shows 
I've done something. That I'm alive. 
My father is in his brown polyester work suit and carrying his burgundy briefcase 
which is filled with legal pads and stationary. He's an insurance salesman and today, 
especially, he looks it. 
"What happened?" 
"I killed the TV." 
"You certainly did." My father is not angry. Just tired. He is a Christian man. He 
subscribes to Catholic Family Digest. He reads it on the toilet when he goes to the 
bathroom. He says he prays for me. 
I tell my father what happened, leaving out the part about the dog. Instead, I say that 
Brennan outran me and hid in the bushes behind Wally's Go Go Pub. 
My father says, "You need to learn how to relax. Girls shouldn't be picking fights 
with other girls. That's wrong . Now when I was your age, you had to know how to fight. 
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The playground was survival of the fittest. There was none ofthis chickening-out-by-
confusing- your-opponent-stuff. You just punched him in the nose. There. That's your 
discussion . But fighting ' s wrong. And you shouldn't do it. I'm proud of you . You did the 
right thing." 
"Thanks, I think." 
"Trust me, I know. No . You just need to learn how to relax and roll with the 





"Honey, I think you just need some exercise ." 
What?" 
"Well, you said that Brennan outran you, right? You're practically twice as tall as 
"So?" 
"So Bible Camp is over. What are you going to do all day? You can't watch TV 
anymore ." 
"I don't even want to watch TV anymore. I hate TV. I can't believe you're not mad ." 
"Actually, I'm kind of glad you did it. I think I'm going to get rid of the one in my 
room, too. It'll do us both a lot a good, don't you think? What you need is to learn how to 
relax. You're very high strung . If you exercise then you'll feel--how can I say this--more in 
control of things and if you're not a fighter then you're gonna have to be a runner. Because, 
honey, you gotta be one or the other ." 
"I guess ." 
54 
"Besides , you can't have Brennan outrunning you." 
Every Single Quick Chek in Town 
After dinner , which was awful because all the sauce caked up so it felt like eating 
ketchup, I don't know what to do. My father stays true to his word and puts his TV in the 
garage next to the lawn mower. He wraps it in a greasy tom-up towel he uses when he's 
fixing something and carries it like a mummified puppy into the garage. He says he wants to 
catch up on his paperwork so I take my first jog. My father is right. I need to do something . 
I'm not a fighter so I better start learning how to run. It's almost ten o'clock and the 
mosquitoes are out in full force . I try to avoid well-lit areas , keeping the bugs out of sight 
and mind . But it doesn ' t work and I get eaten alive. Especially around the ankles. Back on 
Route 9, I'm chugging along, wearing something less goody-goody and keeping an eye out 
for gray VW bugs. I'm thinking that I wish I didn't have a body, that I was just a soul. That 
way I wouldn 't have to worry about whether I was doing the right thing or not. Everything 
would be right. I set a goal : run to Quick Chek and back. Maybe reward myself with some 
Skittles when I get there. 
When I get there , huffing and puffing, the backs of my thighs feel sore. And my 
ankles 
itch. I stand in front of the store and scratch . Then I stretch. Bending over, I think 
maybe I -should have done this before I started jogging. Oh, well. I look up and a gray 
VW bug pulls into the parking spot right in front of me. I straighten up. I start to pee 
my pants, but stop just in time . That'd be great. Then she ' d really have to beat me up . 
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But the person driving the car isn't a she. It's a guy, some hippie. He gets out of the car 
and starts walking toward me. He's tall and he's smiling and he's wearing jean cutoffs, a 
red Hawaiian shirt, plastic flip-flops and a giant straw sombrero . He has shoulder-length 
blond hair and I think he's smiling at me . 
"Hi. Do you know where Quick Chek is?" 
"Uh, yeah . You're standing in front of it." 
"Oh. Yeah. Well, actually I was kinda hoping you'd be able to tell me how to get to 
every single Quick Chek in town." 
"Uh, okay. Is that your car?" 
He smiles and turns around to look at the car, "That? Well, sorta. I share it with my 
sister." 
"What does she look like?" 
"What?" he asks. He thinks I'm a freak now . Great. I'm so cool. He looks at me for 
a second and folds his arms across his chest, smiling and looking like he's thinking about 
what to say next. "Well, all right, " he continues . "She's a very big girl . Some might even 
say--fat." 
"Oh." 
"Oh, what? But you're not fat. You're not fat at all, are you? Does that make you 
feel uncomfortable? Not being fat?" 
I giggle . "No." 
He licks his lower lip. "How old are you?" he asks. 
"Twelve." 
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"Oh, my God. I am so sorry. Oh, my God. I am such a--Oh my God." He's dancing 
around in a circle now, his right hand covering up his eyes. He wants to leave. 
"Why? How old are you?" 
"I'm twenty-three. I shouldn't be talking to you. It's just, I'm so sorry. You look a 
lot older." He turns around and starts to get back into the VW. Then he stops and comes 
back to where I'm standing. He gets really close up in my face, only he's probably about 6'4 
and I'm 5'5, so I'm looking into the Hawaiian shirt until I tilt my head all the way back. 
"I forgot. I came here to buy milk." 
"Okay," I say, and follow him into the store. 
There's a really long line because someone up front wants cold cuts and the clerk 
has to cut the meat himself. I grab my Skittles off the rack and get in line. I'm going to be 
here for awhile. 
The hippie-guy winds up standing behind me in line. He's got a big bottle ofV8, a 
whole rotisserie chicken, a bag of chocolate doughnuts and a carton of milk. At first he 
doesn't say anything but I stand sideways, just in case he does. 
"Hi again," he says, embarrassed . 
"Hi." I giggle. 
"Listen, I've been thinking. I know this kid I think you'd like. His name's Matt. He's 
fourteen and he's got red hair and he's really cool." 
"Yeah?" 
"Yeah. Are you doing anything right now? Do you want to go to a party? He's 
gonna be there, that kid, Matt." 
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Yes!" I shout. 
"Well, okay," he laughs. 
I realize I sound too eager. But I don't care because something tells me this is going 
to be a real party , like in all those movies where the parents go away for the weekend. I 
think, this is going to be real. 
After we pay for our stuff, we get into the VW and start driving. It occurs to me that 
the fat chick might be at this party . I almost want her to be . That would make the situation 
ripe for conflict and eventually, resolution . Perfection. 
"My name's Xon, by the way." 
"Oh . That's a weird name ." 
"Yeah . I know. What's yours?" 
''Ann..'' 
"That's a boring name." 
"Yeah, I know." And then we look at each other and both start laughing, out of 
nervousness, I think. 
Drip Dry 
The party is in the woods, overlooking the clay pits, near the railroad tracks where 
they park the caboose at night. There's a camp fire going pretty strong and about fifty kids 
standing around drinking beer out of cans and talking above the car stereos that are all on 
the same station, WSOU 88.9, Seton Hall, Pirate Radio. "Jane Says" by Jane's Addiction is 
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playing when we pull up and a clot of about six kids, tangled in a group hug, are singing 
along at the top of their lungs, "I'm gonna kick, TOMORRRRRR-OH! I'm gonna kick 
TOMORR-0-0-0H!" 
Me and Xon get out of the car and he announces , "I've got the chicken! Who 
wants the chicken? We need to start eating this chicken, people!" 
The six kids stop singing. One of them puts his fist in the air and screams, "Right on, 
man! He's got the chicken, man! Let's party!" 
I'm confused . Xon is being praised, and applauded and tackled lovingly by a lot of 
people now, and I stand off to the side a bit , trying to smile because that's what people do at 
parties . My face is starting to hurt and I think that Xon has forgotten about me because he's 
talking about things I don't understand to people I don't know. Mostly about chicken. Then 
they start to eat the chicken, only a little bit per person, because its not a very big chicken, 
and Xon says, "Make sure you get all the way down to the bone. It has to look real!" 
There's a boy standing near to me, and he's holding a piece of chicken. He's really 
going to town on it, sucking on it after most of the meat is gone. He looks at me, but I know 
he can't see my face because it's too dark. He turns around and walks toward the campfire 
and sits on a log in front of it. 
I want to party, too. I can see now that his hair is red and that he looks around 
fourteen so I figure this must be that Matt kid Xon was telling me about. I walk over and 
say, "Hi . I know you don't know me but Xon described me to you. You're Matt, right? I'm 
Ann. I'm twelve. How's that chicken?" 
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He's still sucking on the bone when I start talking, looking up at me like I'm 
retarded, and then he starts to crack up . He spits the bone out and it lands in the dirt at his 
sneakers. I frown and am about to crawl back into my dark comer when he says, "No, no, 
no. I'm not laughing at you . It's just that, well . No one has ever picked me out of a crowd 
before based purely on description alone. That's amazing. Do you want to sit down?" 
He makes room for me on the log and we start talking. I ask about the chicken. 
"Oh that. We ' re perpetuating the legend . You know, from the seventies, when 
everyone worshipped Satan in the woods. We're gonna arrange the chicken bones to make it 
look like we sacrificed an animal and leave fake blood and shit. It'll be really cool if The 
Suburban picks it up for Police Beat. That's the goal anyway ." 
"It's good to have goals, " I say, and I wonder if someone I knew saw me saying this, 
would they think I was fljrting? 
"Hey, do you want a beer?" Matt asks. 
"Sure!" 
He hands me one out of his leather jacket pocket. I'm about to open it when I hear, 
"No! What are you doing? She's twelve years old, for Christ's sake." It's Xon. He comes 
running over holding the chicken carcass, which is almost completely bare now. He grabs 
the beer from me and hands me the chicken . 
"Here. Hold this. I've got something you can drink in my car." He takes off into the 
blackness again and I look at Matt and shrug and smile at the same time. That was definitely 
a flirt, I think . Xon comes back with a doughnut and the milk he just bought. 
"Here you are, young lady. There . That is a suitable snack for a girl your age." 
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Now I'm getting annoyed . How come everyone else gets chicken and beer and I'm 
stuck with milk and a doughnut? I think Matt suspects my disappointment because after Xon 
leaves again , forgetting the carcass, Matt offers to trade . 
"Hey," he smiles, "I won't tell if you won't." He pulls out another beer from his 
pocket and says, "And there's plenty more where that came from." I crack it open and we 
split the doughnut. I drink five Bud Lights before I have to stand up. I have to pee. I am 
having so much fun. Matt is so funny. I'm still holding the chicken carcass on my lap when 
I have to pee, so I carry it with me behind the caboose . The music seems to have gotten 
louder and my legs are really sore from jogging and I think I'm going to piss my pants 
again. Behind the caboose there are couples making out. One guy has his hands on a girl's 
butt and I think, how odd. There's a guy peeing on a tree near the edge of the woods before 
the clay pits start and I wobble over to where he is. Out in the clay pits there is nothing but, 
well, clay for a couple miles in every direction. There are three girls down there, running 
around in circles with their arms up in the air and one is singing, "The hills are alive with 
the sound of muuus-ic," and they're all laughing . So I say to the guy who's peeing, "Isn't 
that the most beautiful thing you've ever seen? It's just so dam beautiful, isn't it?" 
The guy is in mid-stream and I look down at his penis and I think, wow. That is a 
penis. And he's just holding it like it was nothing. I've never seen a penis before, except of 
course, on TV, and I know I will never forget this moment. I'm a part of something real 
now. 
"Yeah. I remember my first beer too, honey." Then he zips up and walks away . I 
wait for him to leave and place the chicken down on the ground. Then I take off my shorts 
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and underwear and squat to pee for a very long time. I'm making a good size puddle and 
I'm starting to worry that it might flow over into the chicken when I hear, "Holy shit, look at 
that!" I crane my neck around and it' s the guy with his hands on the girl's butt . And I just 
wave, because what can I do? I have to pee. And I already started so I might as well finish . 
By the time I'm done there's a crowd of about five dirtbags watching me pee and then I 
stand up and put on my underwear and shorts, and some one yells, '"Hey, aren't you going to 
wipe?" 
"No," I call back. "Drip dry." 
This cracks everybody up and I do a little bow and they all clap. Consequences , I 
think . I am dealing with the consequences of my irrational actions . I know they're mocking 
me. But I figure ifl mock myself even more then I'll have beaten them to the punch . I'll 
come out the winner . I get back to Matt on the log and he's chatting with Xon. 
"There it is,'' says Xon, "I've been looking all over for that." I hand him the 
carcass . "It's time to arrange the sacrificial bones." Matt gets up to follow Xon down into 
the clay pits and I think , oh geez, I have to move again . A few people follow us down but 
most people stay near the beer . 
Pop her Cherry 
It's easier to see down here in this sprawling desert-like white clay pit. A hundred 
years ago they used to build bricks here, in a factory that employed the whole town. But 
then they knocked it down and now everyone works for DuPont, or the chemical plant. Not 
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my dad, though. I guess I'm lucky . Xon is arranging the bones in an intricate pattern that is 
supposed to spell something out and he's looking around for someone named Melinda. 
"Where the hell is Melinda?" he's saying. "She needs to help me do this. 
MELINDA!" Matt has his arm around my waist to keep me from falling down, which I 
keep doing for some reason. He's drinking another beer and giving me sips and making 
grunting noises. Xon keeps telling him to shut up and he's throwing chicken skin at him. 
I'm not really paying attention because I feel like I'm about to puke but I can't say so 
because that would just be so embarrassing. 
"There she is!" says Xon and then I see her. It's the fat chick. 
"Ann, I want you to meet my sister Melinda." 
"We've met," she says and spits up a little phlegm at the same time, which lands on 
myKeds. 
"Great," says Xon . "Why don't you get her primped for the ceremony, then." 
"We can't use her. This is the one I was telling you about. That freak from Route 9." 
"What ceremony?" I ask. 
"It's just some little thing we do with a virgin to make the whole thing more 
festive," Xon says. And then to his sister, "We can to use her. Do you see any other virgins 
lying around?" 
"What ceremony?" I ask again. 
"Oh, for fuck's sake," says Matt . "Come with me." 
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He's still holding me up so he just sort of drags me out of the cluster of people and 
into a barren spot in the pit. He looks at me, shakes his head, and says, "I can't believe I'm 
about to do this but whatever. Take off your shorts ." 
"What?" 
"Just do it, okay? This whole thing is just a big joke anyway . How many beers 
have you had tonight? Too many, I'm sure. You won't even remember this in the morning 
so I don't know why I'm feeling so guilty all of a sudden. Here . Let me help you." 
Before I can really tell what's happening, he's pulling down my shorts and lifting 
up my feet one at a time until the shorts are off and I'm standing there in just my underwear 
and a tee shirt. I'm protesting but I can't seem to stop him and then he picks me up by the 
waist and throws me over his shoulder. He starts walking back into the small cluster with 
me on his back and I start to cry a little because I'm pretty sure I'm about to get raped by a 
lot of people. 
He yells out, "I'm back from the battle field! I have taken spoils of war! I have 
brought you all a ripe young virgin for sacrificing!" 
Cheers and howling . I am placed on the ground for a split second and then hoisted 
up again by two men I don't know . Each has one of my legs and a firm hold on my butt. I'm 
sitting up, on a human throne . Xon pulls out a small red water balloon and places it snugly 
in between my thighs. Then Matt reappears with a safety pin in his mouth and they all start 
chanting, "Pop her cherry! Pop her cherry!" Matt dances around a bit, a beer in each hand, 
until he's very close to the balloon. He pops the balloon with the safety pin and milk comes 
out, slithering down my thighs . "Lick it up! Lick it up!" they're saying. I protest. Enough is 
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enough . I am humiliated . What else can they do? I can see the fat chick in the crowd and 
she's laughing, doubled over in laughter. Everyone is laughing . Matt is licking the milk off 
my thighs . It feels disgusting , like having a slug on me. I try to kick and the two guys notice . 
They put me down and I don't know what to do. I want to find my shorts . I start to head for 
the spot where I think they might be but Xon grabs me by the arm and pushes me toward the 
chicken bones he ' s arranged . 
"We offer up this virgin in the name of Satan." He is holding my arm up in the air 
with one hand and pouring V8 onto the chicken bones with the other . Everyone lifts his beer 
cans up to toast me . "To the virgin!" I can't take not having my shorts on anymore . 
I say, "Let go of me," and I push Xon away. But I lose my balance and fall down 
into the chicken bones and the V8 gets all over me . Xon is pouring the rest of the V8 on top 
of me and he winks down and says, "It's almost over ." 
There is V8 in my hair and on my face and now I'm just pissed . I stand up and 
Melinda , the fat chick, is right in front of me. I can feel it rising in my throat. She isn't 
laughing anymore . There is a look of genuine concern on her face . Like she knows. I let it 
rumble in my stomach and then I open my mouth . And I puke. And puke. And puke. Three 
major gags. Projectile vomit all over her face and her razor sharp brown hair is ruined . My 
puke is red from the tomato sauce and bits of eggplant are recognizable on her skin. I don't 
stop . It hurts so much I fall back down on the ground and start to cry. Nobody knows what 
to do. Melinda is screaming, "That bitch! I told you so! I told you she was a freak!" I get 
my shorts , finally , and then I start home . Xon offers me a ride but I decline. 
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Dad in the Bathroom 
All the lights are on when I get home and I know I'm in big trouble. I creep in, place 
the screen door ever so gently back in its place. It's almost three in the morning . The whole 
place stinks of cigar smoke, a habit my father gave up years ago. He's nowhere to be found. 
I go to the bathroom in search of a much needed shower and find it locked . I can hear TV 
static coming from the other side. And snoring. I decide to wash up in the kitchen. I use the 
dish soap and paper towels to get all the slop off and then I stick my head under the sink 
with all the dishes still in it. I don't care. I just want it off. I change into pajamas and knock 
on the bathroom door. He doesn't answer so I knock louder. 
"Dad, I really need to use the bathroom." 
The snoring stops. The TV gets clicked off. Coughing . Shuffling . A moan and a 
yawn. The toilet flushes and then he opens the door. He looks like crap, still wearing his 
brown suit pants and a wife beater . His face is crinkled from sleeping on the floor and his 
breath stinks worse than mine, only smokier . 
"What time is it?" he asks, half asleep . 
"After three." 
"When you'd get home?" 
"Awhile ago." 
"Oh. Well, I guess I must've fallen asleep in here . How silly . Well, good night." 
''Night Dad ." 
He shuffles down the hall into his bedroom and closes the door. I go into the 
bathroom to brush my teeth. I know the TV's in here somewhere and I find it in about two 
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seconds. In the bathtub. Under the bathmat. Unplugged, thank god. Who does he think he's 
fooling? I wonder . And then I look in the mirror and I'm surprised . Wow. That's me. This is 
all really happening. Live. I make a fish face . 
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POOR CAREER CHOICES 
A Play 
Selected Scenes 
The Security Booth Scene 
Melody's Scene: A Monologue 
The Visiting Bobby in Jail Scene 
The Waiting in the Living Room Scene 
The Drugs Are Glamorous Scene 
The Abortion Scene 
The Conflict Begins Scene 
What Happens After the Last Scene Scene 
Characters 
MELODY, Bobby's girlfriend 
SONIA, security guard, Bobby's ex-girlfriend, Monty's tutor 
MONTY, Bobby's best friend 
BOBBY, dealer 
ERNESTO, Fitzpatrick's roommate 
FITZPATRICK, Gulf War veteran 





SECURITY BOOTH SCENE 
The stage is barren except for a large wooden security guard booth, a little bigger than a 
phone booth, painted light gray. SONIA is sitting in the booth with her feet up, reading a 
pornographic magazine-- 'Barely Legal' or some such white trash-type magazine. SONIA is 
nineteen years old, the security guard at a mall. She is smoking and looking bemused. 
MONTY approaches. MONTY is twenty-eight. He is on parole. 
MONTY. Hi. I'm supposed to meet someone here. Some chick. You seen anybody 
just sorta hanging around? 
SONIA. Nope . 
MONTY. You sure? She said she'd be right here, at the security booth . 
SONIA. Oh. Are you Monty? 
MONiY. Yeah? 
SONIA. Sorry. I'm Sonia. Ifs me. I'm who you're looking for. Your tutor. 
MONTY. Oh. 
SONIA. You seem disappointed. 
MONTY. No. Yes. Well, it's just that I was expecting someone a little older. A little 
older than me, actually. You're like a kid. 
SONIA. Yeah, well you don't HA VE to learn how to read. 
MONTY. No. I do. I really have to actually. 
SONIA. Why's that? 
MONTY. Part of my parole. They want me to get a job and learning how to read sort 
of goes along with their whole deal there. 
SONIA. Oh. 
MONTY. I need to pass some test in, like, six weeks, before my trial so I can prove to 
the judge that I'm not gonna fuck up again. I'm not stupid, you know. 
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SONIA. I know. 
MONTY. 
SONIA. Yet. 
How could you know that? You don ,t even know me. 
MONTY. Well, exactly how long do you think this whole thing,s gonna take, cause 
as you know, rm a little short on time 
SONIA. Depends on how bad you want to learn I guess. I don' t know. What can you do 
now? Do you know the alphabet? 
MONTY [scoff] . Do I know the alphabet? rm not retarded , woman [Mumbles .] Do 
I know the alphabet? 
SONIA. Well, do you? 
MONTY. Duh . YES. 
SONIA. Lef s hear it then . 
MONTY. What? Right now? This is kind of a weird place, don,t you think? I mean, 
all these people just walking by .. . . 
SONIA. What people? Come on, just do it. I want to hear you say the alphabet. 
MONTY [turning red}. Screw you, bitch! Stop pressuring me. 
SONIA. Why'd you lie then? rm your literacy teacher for fuck's sake, you don,t have to 
pretend with me. 
MONTY. 
one, huh? 
Well, ifyou,re so smart why are you a security guard then? Answer me that 
SONIA. Listen, do you want to pass this stupid test or what? 
MONTY. It's not a stupid test! 
SONIA. Then shut up and recite the goddamn motherfucking alphabet! 
MONTY. I already told you I can,t! 
SONIA. Wah! Wah! 
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MONTY. Oh my God, what kind of sick twisted bitch are you? I thought teachers 
were supposed to be encouraging and nurturing and sweet and kind and all that kind of stuff. 
You're just a lonely freak. 
SONIA. I am not! 
MONTY. Am too. That's why you signed up for this, I bet. You thought you might 
get laid . You're one of those jailbird groupies, aren't you? Well, aren't you? I bet you have 
all sorts of elaborate fucked-up fantasies about doing it with convicted felons. Maybe a gang 
bang? Am I right? Oh my God, I am. You sick little fuck. 
SONIA. [breaking down). So what ifl do! Everybody has fantasies. Why should I be 
scrutinized for trying to make mine come true? At least I have goals. You're just a dirtbag 
ex-con trying to act smart to make up for the fact that you can't even read! 
MONTY. You seem to forget that I'm here, lady. I'm trying to improve myself by 
being here, remember? But you don't have any intention of helping me, do you? You just 
want me for my ass. 
SONIA. So? 
MONTY. So I guess I should just go then, huh? (Starts to leave) 
SONIA. No. Wait. Don't go. I want to help you. Really . I do. 
MONTY. No you don't. 
SONIA. No. I really do. I'm sorry. Please. Stay. We can start all over if you want. Hey, 
why don't you walk out and then walk back in again and then we can make a fresh start. 
Pretend none of this ever happened . 
MONTY. I don't know ... 
SONIA. Come on. You want to learn how to read, don't you? 
MONTY. Yeah, I guess. But--
SONIA. But what? 
MONTY. But that's just it. I don't want to learn how to read. I admit it, okay? I really 
really really don't feel like doing this. Ifl felt like reading I would've done it by now. But 
I'm 28 years old. I just don't feel like it's necessary anymore. 
SONIA. Maybe we can work out some sort of deal . 
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MONTY. What kind of deal? 
SONIA. Like if you let me teach you how to read I'll let you fuck me. 
MONTY. What? 
SONIA. It's not such a bad deal if you think about it. 
MONTY. Can't you find somebody else to have sex with? It's not like you're a total 
dog or anything. 
SONIA. Thanks, but no. I can't. 
MONTY . I don't believe you. 
SONIA. You're very perceptive. 
MONTY. I know. 
SONIA. Do you even know what perceptive means? 
MONTY. No, but I have a feeling I'm going to find out. 
[SONIA smiles.] 
SONIA. Okay, so let's get started. Here, this is a tablet. I printed your full name on the first 
page. I hope you don't mind. 
/MONTY shrugs looking at it.} 
SONIA. Okay, so don't get freaked out or anything but this is a first grade textbook. I 
know, I know. It's a little babyish ... 
MONTY. 
this? 
Oh my God, it looks totally super-gay. What if somebody sees me with 
SONIA. Here, why don't we make a book cover? We can use my magazine. [She 
rips off the cover and back of Barely Legal and covers the textbook.] 
MONTY. That's better. 
SONIA. Okay, so I assume you don't know the alphabet. So why don't we start with that. 
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[ VOICE heard from offstage saying: Beep-beep.] 
MONTY. Oh, that's my pager. Oh shit, it's Bobby . My best friend, Bobby . You ' d 
like him, he ' s a criminal too. 
SONIA. Bobby? Really? What does he look like? 
MONTY. I was joking , Jesus. Can I use your phone? 
SONIA. Well, I'm not supposed to .... 
MONTY. But you ' ll make an exception just this once, right? 
JMONTY picks up the phone and starts dialing before she can say ye s.] 
SONIA. You' re welcome . 
MONTY. Whatever. [ Into the phone.] Bobby, man, what's shaking? Yeah, I'm at the 
gym, working on my six pack ... Oh really? Sure, sure. 1 guess I can . As soon as I'm done 
here I'll swing by and pick it up. Hey, no problem. What are friends for? All right , talk to 
you later . [Hangs up and looks at SONIA} Well, I gotta run. 
SONIA. What? We barely started. 
MONTY. Hey, a guy' s gotta make a living, doesn't he? 
SONIA. You ' re going to work? Ooh. This isn't one of your 1ittle criminal escapades is it? 
MONTY. Well as a matter of fact ... . 
SONIA Ooh. Ooh. Can I come? Please please pahl-leeese? 
MONTY. 
stuff? 
Stop begging! It's disturbing me. Don ' t you have to stay here and ... secure 
SONIA. I get off in like ten minutes! 
MONTY. I bet you do. 
[SONIA makes a wet puppy face.] 
MONTY. 
SONIA. 
Okay, okay. What am I, made of stone? Okay, you can come. 
Yes! 
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MELODY'S SCENE: A MONOLOGUE 
A studio low rent apartment occupied by MELODY and her boyfriend BOBBY (when he's 
not in jail, which isn't often) in East Boston. Right, a double bed with silly cartoon 
patterned sheets and an equally silly matching comforter, ragged and old. Next to the bed is 
a nightstand with a small lamp, an ashtray, cigarettes, a pager and a cellular phone. 
MELODY is lying in bed, asleep. MELODY is a young woman, somewhere between 
adolescence and adulthood. She can be anywhere between seventeen and twenty-five. She is 
wearingflannel pajamas and pink foam curlers. The lamp is dimmed when her cell phone 
rings. She stumbles to find the phone, answers it, and then switches on the lamp, casting a 
sleepy shadow on the stage. 
MELODY. Yes, I'll accept the charges ... Hi babyl [Pause.) No, I was just watching TV. 
How's it going? Yeah? [Pause.] I went out last night with Monty ... Some club near 
Copley ... Monty, he was going on about some girl he met ... No, she had to work ... Yeah, oh 
my god, let me tell you ... [Laugh.] I remember exhaling in the ladies room with my fist on 
the red bowl and it was still lit but it was almost completely kicked. These two fucking 
bouncers kick open the door like fucking Stormtroopers and start screaming 'Not in my bar 
you don't' and all sorts of shit and I just fucking finished exhaling the smoke and dropped 
the lit bowl right in my purse. They're pulling me and pushing me out the door and a11 the 
fucking amateurs were gawking like they've never seen a girl get kicked out of a chili 
before. I just couldn't help myself babe, I had to do it. I said, 'Hey, don't you know that 
teddy bears are sponges for horror!' And that just did it, you know. They were really pissed 
off. So I ran out of the bathroom before they could catch me again and I ran onto the dance 
floor looking for Monty and just when I found him, he was dancing like a total fag, I felt 
this big hand grab my neck and it pushed me through the crowd, through all these big hair 
chicks and shit and the band that was there, they were playing That's When I Reach For My 
Revolver and then this door I hadn't even noticed was there, it was, like, painted into the 
wall, swings open and I get kicked in the ass onto this fucking third floor fire escape. I 
scraped my head up pretty good on the railing and then when I'm getting up, the door flies 
open again and it's Monty. They booted him too. But he didn't land on his head. I just 
laughed so hard after that. When we got to the bottom of the fire escape the door opened up 
again and the bouncer was there, screaming down at us. He kept saying, 'She's out,' and 
pointing down at me . I lit up a cigarette and just waited for him to stop but he wouldn't and 
he was getting all worked up, jumping around and turning red . Monty lost it. I was like, 
'Hey you Stormtrooper! Don't you know that eighty per cent of all sandwich baggies are 
sold to drug dealers? Yeah, sure. We'll just SAY they're for snacks. In the name of Satan, 
this bar has given $1 million to charity!' [Long pause.) I know. I know ... I should stop. But 
it's just that I miss you so much. I wasn't really that drunk ... ! promise ... Next weekend ... 
I'll work on the new girl.. . She seems fine . .. Who fucking cares? ... Relax, okay? I'll handle 
her . /MELODY turns off her phone, switches off the lamp, rolls over in bed and goes back 
to sleep.) 
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VISITING BOBBY IN JAIL SCENE 
The visiting room in a Cambridge prison. A glass divider separates SONIA and BOBBY. 
They talk through phones. SONIA is wearing black go-go boots, a red mini-dress, black 
stockings and a red feather boa. BOBBY wears a gray and white prison uniform. 
SONIA. I knew this was going to happen. 
BOBBY. How could you possibly? 
SONIA. I just knew. I just knew it was going to be all screwed up is all. 
BOBBY. It's not all screwed up. 
SONIA. But you're in there! And I'm out here and I had to take my bra off in front of a 
whole line full of people because it set off the metal detector. I'm not like your other 
friends. I can't be cool all the time. I can't pretend everything's so fucking great and this 
whole stupid situation is just some big joke . Hal Hal Bobby's injail, it's so fucking funny! 
BOBBY [looking around]. Calm down. You're making a scene. 
SONIA. Who cares? Do you think I care what these people think of me? I care about you. 
That's why I'm here. 
BOBBY. Well, calm down then . I'm right here. It's not as bad as it seems. 
SONIA. When's the trial? 
BOBBY. Let' snot talk about the trial. I just want to forget that stuff for now and 
concentrate on you. Tell me about your life. What'd you do today? 
SONIA. Well, I went to work and then I came here. 
BOBBY. Anything interesting happen at work? 
SONIA. Actually, yeah. Marge was hitting on me again, I think . She said something like, 
you know, Sonia, you have fan-tas-tic lips . You really should do something with them. Have 
you ever considered modeling? And I was like, Gross. Your are such a raging dyke. I might 
fuck you . In your dreams, bitch. 
BOBBY. What's so bad about her? Is she hairy or something? 
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SONIA . Or something . She's just like, butch is all . She wears army fatigues and smokes 
Lucky Strikes. She just so wants to be a man . Maybe if she just like accepted the fact that 
she was a woman and she doesn ' t have a dick, maybe then I'd find her remotely attractive. 
But even still, I'm not entirely sure I'd do her . She's just so ... masculine. 
BOBBY. I think I have a hard on . 
SONIA. Oh Jesus . 
BOBBY. Keep talking . 
SONIA. Oh my God, are you touching it? Ew! I can ' t believe you . What if someone sees? 
BOBBY. They won ' t. Tell me what you ' d do to Marge if she wasn ' t so masculine . 
Hurry up. We only have ten more minutes . 
SONIA. Bob-by! 
BOBBY. Oh , come on . I'm hard up , baby. It's lonely in here . It'll only take a minute. 
SONIA . Jesus Christ, all right. I guess I'd let her go down on me and let her lick my oh-so-
wet-pink-pussy until I was just one giant molten hot puddle of my own steaming G-spot. 
BOBBY. And then what? 
SONIA . And then I'd flip her over and whip her with one of my many intricately 
designed leather dildos until she begged me to fuck her and then I'd strap on my strap-on 
and fuck her, Not In The Cunt, oh no, not yet. First I'd tease her by shoving my rock hard 
phallus up her tight dry ass until she squealed with anticipation . And then, and only then , 
would I finally quench her most intimate needs with my womanly charms and sharp, 
stinging tongue . 
BOBBY. Oh yeah. 
SONIA . Whatever. 
Guard: Time! Pack it up folks! Time's up! 
BOBBY. Uhhhhghh. 
SONIA. Call me tomorrow and tell me when the trial is. I need to be there, remember. Your 
dickhead lawyer-slash-fuckup only calls when he's coming down and if you ask me I really 
think you need to reconsider your choice of counsel. 
BOBBY. I didn't ask. 
SONIA I know. I'm just saying. 
Guard: Time people! Let's go! 
SONIA . Well, bye baby. 
BOBBY. Bye bye, baby, bye bye. 
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THE WAITING IN THE LIVING ROOM SCENE 
Living room ofERNESTO and FITZPATRICK in their two-bedroom Allston-chic 
apartment. Center, a hideous brown plaid couch with a coffee table in front of it. Near by, a 
bean bag chair. Left, a record player, crates of records and an orange lava lamp. Above, a 
mirrored disco ball. Right, a door leading to the rest of the apartment. ERNESTO is pacing 
behind the couch. FITZPATRICK sits perfectly still on the couch smoking a cigarette. He 
stares straight ahead into the audience at an invisible TV. 
ERNESTO. Oh, my God. I'm sooo bored . 
FITZPATRICK [nods knowingly]. You think this is boring , try crouching in the middle 
of the goddamn desert for five fucking hours. That's boring, okay? 
ERNESTO. Yeah, all right already. I know. But this is really fucking annoying. Come 
on, already! I mean, how long are we supposed to just sit here .. . waiting? He ' s not showing 
up. 
FITZPATRICK. Page him again . 
ERNESTO . Yeah, good idea. I'll page him again. 
[ERNESTO rushes to the phone, excited to have a task. He takes out a slip of paper from 
his pocket , dials, puts down the phone again and folds his arms across his chest, impatient. 
He stares at the phone.} 
ERNESTO . Now what? He ' s not calling back. 
FITZPATRICK. Give him a minute . Jesus Christ, man. He always calls back eventually . 
ERNESTO. Sure. Event-u-al-ly . [ Long pause followed by hysterical screams.) 
Goddamn that fucking asshole! For Christ fucking sake, man! He's not the only dealer in 
town. He needs to know that, man. I'm totally gonna let him have it this time . I mean it. 
[FITZPATRICK scoffs.] 
ERNESTO. What? You don't think I will? 
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FITZPATRICK. Whatever, dude. Vent all you want now but when he gets here--
[ERNESTO looks away] hey, are you listening to me? I said, vent now because when 
Bobby gets here you will do no such thing . I know you, man. You talk a big game but you 
never play . 
ERNESTO . Fuck you! 
FITZPATRICK. Yeah, that's great, Ernesto. Tell it like it is . 
ERNESTO. Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you! 
FITZPATRICK. You see . That's exactly the problem, dude. You can't handle 
confrontation . Every time someone pisses you off I get to hear how you're gonna really let 
them have it this time. But when push comes to shove all you ever do is say, Fuck you, man! 
Fuck you! [Under his breath} Fucking faggot. 
ERNESTO. What? 
FITZPATRICK. What? 
ERNESTO. Did you just call me a faggot? 
FITZPATRICK. No . 
ERNESTO . Yes you did, you asshole . 
FITZPATRICK. You're going through withdrawal or something, dude, because 
you're hearing shit again . 
ERNESTO. Fuck you! 
FITZPATRICK. Un-fucking-believable. You would've lasted two minutes in the 
war . 
ERNESTO . Fuck you and your stupid three-day war. Oooh. The Gulf War, it was like, 
so historically important. 
FITZPATRICK. You know what you are? You are an atypical byproduct of the 
nostalgic nineties . That's right. You think anything of real importance happened thirty years 
ago. The hippies and all that shit. If you want to be an apathetic slacker, that's fine. Just do 
us all a favor and keep your mouth shut on political topics you obviously know nothing 
about. 
ERNESTO . Fuck you . 
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FITZPATRICK. Oh Jesus. Here we go again. 
ERNESTO. No. Now you listen . I choose to ignore reality, okay? 
FITZPATRICK. Sure. Sure you do. That ' s why we' re here, right? 
[The phone rings.] 
ERNESTO. That better be him. 
[FITZ? ATRICK answers the phone.} 
FITZPATRICK. Hello? Yeah. What's keeping you, man? [Pause.] Oh, really? A girl, huh? 
And a guy? Who are they? Are they cool? Okay ... okay ... okay. Well, what can I say? No? 
Bye. [ Hangs up and looks at ERNESTO.] That was him. He's sending over his "partner" 
and some girl. 
ERNESTO. A girl? 
FITZPATRICK. That's what he said. He' s running late and he's sending them over instead. 
It's either that or wait till tomorrow . 
ERNESTO. Screw that. 
FITZPATRICK. I know. Still, strangers. 
ERNESTO. Maybe she' ll be cute. 
FITZPATRICK. Oh, quit trying to act straight. I know you're queer. 
ERNESTO. What is your problem , Man? 
[FITZPATRICK lights another cigarette and drops the lit match on his shirt. He 
frantically puts himself out.] 
FITZPATRICK. Shitl I'm on firel 
ERNESTO. I'm not gay, okay? 
FITZPATRICK. Whatever,just accept it so you can move on already. I'm so sick of 
watching you internalize your guilty gay soul. You' re going to hell anyway, right, so you 
might as well enjoy yourself. 
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ERNESTO . Fucking Christ. 
FITZPATRICK. Can we just listen to some music and chill out please? 
ERNESTO. Whatever . 
FITZPATRICK. Whatever . 
[ERNESTO flops back in a chair and looks restlessly around. After five seconds he gets up 
and fiddles with the record collection. He can 'tfind anything he likes. FITZPATRICK leans 
back and relaxes.} 
ERNESTO . I don't know how you're so relaxed right now. You holding out on me? 
[FITZPATRICK smiles.] 
ERNESTO . You are, you bastard! What are you on? 
FITZPATRICK. It's so dirty. I'm ashamed to say it. 
ERNESTO . Oh my God. You didn ' t drink Robitussin again, did you? 
[FITZPATRICK smiles wider.) 
ERNESTO . 
about pathetic. 
You are dirty! You're only one step away from mouthwash, man. Talk 
FITZPATRICK : It's called improvising, you idiot. You ' re just jealous. 
ERNESTO . Am not. 
FITZPATRICK. Am too. I know you want some. If you're really hurting there's a 
whole other bottle in the bathroom. I was saving it for later, but now I think you should have 
it. 
ERNESTO. You're so thoughtful. But no thanks . 
FITZPATRICK. Oh, stop acting so proud. I know you want to . 
/ERNESTO looks tempted. He gets up and walks off stage. On the way out he turns to 
FITZPATRICK] 
ERNESTO. Fuck you 
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THE DRUGS ARE GLAMOROUS SCENE 
Same set. 
[Sound of voice from offstage saying: Ding-dong.) 
ERNESTO . It's them. Finally . 
[ERNESTO answers the door. MONTY and SONIA enter.) 
MONTY. Monty, nice to meet you. [He shakes ERNESTO ' s hand.] 
ERNESTO . Come in. Sit down. Can I take your coat? [To SONIA] I'm Ernesto , this is 
Fitzpatrick. Can I get you something? Would you like a drink? I've got Pepsi . 
SONIA { hands him her coat but keeps her purse.) Sure, I guess. I'll have some Pepsi . 
/ERNESTO disappears into Stage Left.] 
MONTY [sarcastically]. None for me, thanks. 
[MONTY sits down on the bean bag chair and shakes hands with FITZPATRICK. 
MONTY takes out a small bundle of brown wax paper bags and puts them on the coffee 
table.] 
MONTY. It's a hundred for the bundle but I'll give you two for one-eighty . 
FITZPATRICK. Well, I am a bargain shopper . Sure, why not? 
[FITZPATRICK takes out a wad of cash, counts it and hands it to MONTY. MONTY 
counts the money again and SONIA looks around the room, twirling her hair.) 
FITZPATRICK. So, how do you guys know Bobby? 
SONIA. I used to .go out with him. 
MONTY. You did not! 
SONIA. I did. I'm sorry. I should have told you earlier but it never seemed like the right 
time . 
MONTY. We only just met. How did you guys meet? 
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SONIA. Look, it isn't important ... 
MONTY. No, it is. Don't tell me you were his literacy tutor? 
FITZPATRICK. [ to MONTY, annoyed] 
samples? 
MONTY. How about not? 
FITZPATRICK. Whoa. Tough guy. 
Uhh, hello? Remember me? How about some 
MONTY. That's not it. It's just--[Pause, unsure if he should keep talking.] I've got 
random piss tests once a month for the next six months. For my parole. I don't want to tempt 
myself watching you do it. But anyway, [To SONIA.] where were we? 
SONIA. I don't remember. 
MONTY [sarcastica/ly]Oh yeah, you were about to tell us how you met Bobby. 
SONIA. Have you ever noticed the way the letter W is just two V's stuck together? Like, 
shouldn't it be Double-V? 
[SONIA giggles and flips her hair around. FITZPATRICK and MONTY look at her 
confused. ERNESTO returns with a tray of Pepsi, straws, a small plate, a credit card and a 
can of mixed nuts. He puts the tray down on the coffee table.] 
MONTY. No. I never noticed that. 
[FITZPATRICK looks bewildered} 
ERNESTO . [to MONTY and SONIA] Nut? 
[Everyone takes a nut and eats it.] 
SONIA. Can I use your bathroom? 
ERNESTO. It's right down there. 
[SONIA takes her purse and leaves.] 
MONTY. Quick. Let's do a bag while she's in there. 
/MONTY grabs a straw from the tray and whips out a bag, snorts the whole thing out of the 
bag and starts to crumple up the bag. He's looking around for a place to hide it.] 
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FITZPATRICK. Give it here, Man. I thought you didn't want to tempt yourself? [He 
takes MONTY'S bag and puts it in his pocket.] 
MONTY. Thanks. Yeah, well, you know. She's a great girl, don't get me wrong, but 
she's driving me crazy with the babysitting. It's just easier to humor her, you know. 
FITZPATRICK. Hey, Man. We've all been pussy-whipped. Well, maybe not 
Ernesto. Ernesto's a faggot. 
MONTY. 
look gay. 
Oh, you are. Wow. I had no idea. Well, if it's any consolation, you don't 
ERNESTO . Fuck both of you. Give me a bag. 
FITZPATRICK. Not so fast. You owe me ninety dollars . 
ERNESTO. Put it on my tab . [He takes a bagfrom the bundle and dumps it on the 
plate.} 
FITZPATRICK. Goddamn it. 
MONTY. I'm not pussy-whipped . 
FITZPATRICK. What? 
MONTY. Pussy-whipped. I'm not. Okay? 
FITZPATRICK. Sure. Whatever, man. 
[Awkward silence. Everyone looks around. MONTY'S pager goes off VOICE 
from offstage says: Beep beep.]} 
MONTY. Oh, wow. Can I use your phone? It's really important. 
ERNESTO. Uh ... 
:MONTY. Come on. I won't say anything bad if that's what you're worried about. 
FITZPATRICK. Um ... Well ... 
MONTY. Thanks. It'll only take a second 
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[ERNESTO shoots FITZPATRICK a look. FITZPATRICK Just shrugs. MONTY picks up 
the phone and dials. VOICE says: Br"r-gggg b"rr-gggg.] 
MONTY. Yeah, man. I'm here. [Pause.] Sure, I'll ask them. [Puts the phone on his 
chest.] Hey, do you guys mind if Bobby comes here after all? He needs to give me some 
stuff. 
/ERNESTO and FITZPATRICK are zonked out after doing their bags. They stare 




No. They don't seem to mind. I'll see you soon. 
[SONIA returns from the bathroom MONTY hangs up.] 
SONIA. Oh. Are we staying here for awhile? 
MONTY. Yeah. Make yourself comfortable, I guess. These guys are. 
[SONIA sits down on the floor , takes off her shoes and looks for something in her 
purse.] 
MONTY. Now I have to use the can. [Exits left.] 
SONIA. Did he do anything while I was in the bathroom? 
FITZPATRICK [slurred] . 
attention. 
Uhh. Not that I know of. I don't know. I wasn't paying 
SONIA. Oh. 
ERNESTO. Are you guys gonna be here for awhile? 
SONIA. Probably. [She lights a cigarette.] Why? 
ERNESTO. Just wondering. 
SONIA. Oh. Do you have plans or something? 
FITZPATRICK [laughs]. 
plan. 
No. We never have plans. This [Points to the bundle.] is the 
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SONIA. You know , I'm not entirely opposed to this stuff. Not the way Monty lets on, 
anyway . I think he wants me to play the good little girl. You know, so he can be the bad 
boy . But what he doesn't know won't hurt him, right? I think I'm going to do a bag now , if 
you don't mind . He won't notice ifl just pinch a little from his stash. [She takes a straw and 
does a quick bag.] 
FITZPATRICK. 
SONIA. Vietnam? 
Yeah, I guess ... Do you want to see some photos from the war? 
FITZPATRICK [ annoyed]. 
/ERNESTO scoffs.} 
No. My war. I mean, our war. Our generation's war. 
SONIA. You mean, like, dead bodies and stuff. 
FITZPATRICK. Yeah . 
SONIA. I guess, if I have to. 
FITZPATRICK. You don't have to do anything. I'm just saying. If you want to learn 
something . I just thought, hey, maybe this girl who looks fairly intelligent might want to 
actually learn something. · 
SONIA. Sure, sure . I'll look at your pictures. I'll learn something . 
fFITZP A TRICK gets up and takes his leather bound photo album down from a shelf While 
he's up he notices the pile of discarded records ERNESTO has left scattered on the floor.] 
FITZPATRICK. 
tunes? 
Hey! Didn't I ask you, like, a thousand years ago, to put on some 
/ERNESTO moans. He is now lying on the floor spread eagle in a state of bliss. 
FITZPATRICK hands SONIA the album and puts on a record while she looks at the 
pictures.] 
SONIA. Yeah, dead Iraqi soldiers. Very nice . Very educational. I had no idea up until right 
now that people actually died during this war. 
FITZPATRICK. You serious? 
SONIA. No. [ She laughs to herself] 
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["Let's Dance" by David Bowie comes on the stereo. FITZPATRICK dims the lights and 
switches on the lava lamp. MONTY returns from the bathroom and stops at the doorway.] 
MONTY. Groovy. 
SONIA Come here and look at these dead bodies. 
MONTY [sitting down next to her]. 
must've blown his shoulder right off 
Awesome. You can see bone on that one. They 
FITZPATRICK. That was all me, man. 
SONIA. Good job . That is one dead Iraqi. 
FITZPATRICK [smiles). Thanks. That's the beauty of wartime. You get to kill without 
remorse. 
ERNESTO [slurring]. Killing's cool. 
FITZPATRICK. That's right. Very cool. 
MONTY. God Bless America. 
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THE ABORTION SCENE 
Same set. 
[Sound of Voice from offstage saying: Ding-dong.} 
ERNESTO. It's him. Finally. 
[ERNESTO gets up to answer the door. Enter The LOST PIZZA GUY.] 
LOST PIZZA GUY. 
ERNESTO. No. 
LOST PIZZA GUY. 
You guys order a pizza? 
Well, do you want one? 
ERNESTO. Uhh. [To the group.] Do we want a pizza? 
FITZPATRICK. How much? 
ERNESTO. How much? 
LOST PIZZA GUY. Um. Like, how much you got? 
FITZPATRICK. What? What's your deal man? Get in here. Close the door. 
LOST PIZZA GUY. I'm lost, I think . I'm not sure. I just know I've had this pizza way 
too long and ifl don't get back to the store soon I'm gonna get fired and I can't get fired 
because I really need this job. My girlfriend's pregnant . 
SONIA. Has she considered abortion? 
LOST PIZZA GUY. That's what I'm saving up for. I've almost got enough, too . But her 
first trimester is ending soon so I really need to get all the cash together now. She hasn't come 
right out and said yes, but I think ifl can come up with the cash she'll get one. Why wouldn't 
she, you know? 
SONIA. I don't know. 




LOST PIZZA GUY. I don't want to hurt it, man! 
MONTY . Yeah, I guess that would be sorta cruel. 
FITZPATRICK. Not if you did it right. 
LOST PIZZA GUY. How's that? 
FITZPATRICK. Well, you could load your girlfriend up on Percocet, like a lot of them. 
Numb her up pretty good so you know the baby is numb too and then throw her down the stairs 
a couple of times. That would probably do the trick. 
MONTY [lying}. Or you could give her some acid and take her to Big Fun Park and let her 
ride The Octopus twelve times . That worked for us, right honey? 
SONIA. Except I didn't know I was pregnant until after I lost it. 
LOST PIZZA GUY. Still, you' re pretty lucky. 
SONIA. I know. 
[Awkward moment.] 
LOST PIZZA GUY: So, do you guys want this piu.a or what? 
FITZPATRICK. Nah. But good luck. 
[LOST PIZZA GUY looks betrayed and leaves.] 
ERNESTO. What a freak. 
FITZPATRICK. I know. Jesus. 
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THE CONFLICT BEGINS SCENE 
Some time has past. The coffee table has been moved to the side, a Twister board takes its 
place. SONIA, ERNESTO and MONTY are entangled in one another on the board while 
FITZPATRICK spins the dial from the chair. 
FITZPATRICK [spins}. Okay, Monty . Right foot, green . [MONTY contorts himself into a 
bizarre position. His butt is close to ERNESTO'S face.] Now watch your ass, Man . Ernesto 
looks a little frisky from over here. 
ERNESTO . Fuck-
FITZPATRICK. Me? Yes, I know you want to, but right now we're playing Twister, okay, 
Ernesto? Maybe later ... yeah, right. 
ERNESTO {untangling himself]. That's it. Enough . I'm not gay! Why do you keep saying 
that? 
FITZPATRICK [ calm, as always]. Because you are. And because I happen to know what a 
man in love looks like . And you are a man in love. With me. Isn't that obvious? I mean , could it 
be any more obvious? I don ' t know . What do you guys think? 
SONIA. 
playing . 
You must be gay, Dude. You haven't grabbed my ass once since we started 
MONTY. I'm gonna have to agree with my better half on that one. She does have one fine 
looking ass. Perfect for pinching. Have you even noticed her ass? 
ERNESTO . No . 
MONTY . Well, there you have it. You are most definitely homosexual. 
SONIA . Without a doubt. 
ERNESTO . I'm still not sure ... 
SONIA. Well, when you jerk off, do you think about guys or girls? 
ERNESTO . I think about other guys jerking off. 
FITZPATRICK. And am I one of those guys? 
ERNESTO. Well ... yeah . 
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FITZPATRICK. So, you're gay and you're in love with me. Now, can we get back to the 
game? Sonia, right hand, red. 
ERNESTO. I'm not entirely convinced. 
[SONIA carefully wiggles her way out from under MONTY and lands herself into a very 
provocative 'position in front ofERNESTO. She is on all fours and looking up at ERNESTO 
like a cat.] 
MONTY [to ERNESTO). Listen, is my girlfriend doing anything at all for you right now? 
ERNESTO. Not really. 
fFITZP ATRICK throws down the dial and stands up.] 
FITZPATRICK. What do I have to do to prove to you that you're in love with me. [He 
starts to take off his belt, violently.] You wanna go? [He undoes his pants and drops them, 
revealing his saggy boxers.] Let's go? Come on! You wanna go? 
/ERNESTO stands in shock, undecided ifFITZPATRICK is joking.) 
SONIA. Do it, Man! This is your big chance! 
MONTY. Yeah, Man . Come on. You can do it. 
/FITZPATRICK starts slowly pulling at his boxers.] 
ERNESTO. No! Not yet. 
FITZPATRICK. Why not? 
ERNESTO. I'm not sure of the logistics. 
SONIA. Just put it your mouth and I'll talk you through it. 
FITZPATRICK. What kind of a faggot are you? Come on? I'm doing this for you, man. 
Why won't you let me help you? 
ERNESTO. Wait. Can we turn the light off? 
FITZPATRICK. Do what you gotta do, man. Let's just go already! 
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[ERNESTO turns out the light. The stage is black. The stereo starts to play sexy disco music. 
SONIA giggles.} 
MONTY. This is your one moment in time, Ernesto. 
FITZPATRICK {singing in a falsetto voice]. 'Give me one moment in time, when I'm more 
than I hoped I could be ... " 
ERNESTO. Shut up, Dude. I have to concentrate. 
SONIA. No you don't. That's the great thing about blow jobs. It's the perfect time to 
remind yourself of what you have to do tomorrow . 
MONTY. What? 
ERNESTO. This is my moment, remember? 
SONIA. Okay, is it in your mouth? 
ERNESTO. Hmmff. 
SONIA. Practice trying to get as much of it in there without gagging for a minute. That's 
important. You don't want to suffocate. 
ERNESTO [mujjled, his mouthful/]. Now what? 
SONIA. Sorta move your tongue around in some sort of pattern, up and down is usually 
good. Get the head bob going. 
ERNESTO. [mujjled]. Like this? 
SONIA. I don't know . Is that good Fitzpatrick? 
FITZPATRICK. Dude .. . fucking ... yeah .. . 
SONIA. Yeah, I guess that's acceptable. [Pause. She giggles. MONTY whispers something 
to her.] Okay, just keep going like that for awhile until he announces he's gonna come and then 
either stop and let him come all over the place or suck it up and let him come in your mouth. 
Your choice. 
[Pause. Slurping sounds.} 
FITZPATRICK. I'm gonna come. 
92 
[ Voice offstage saying: Ding-dong.) 
MONTY . Oh shit. It's Bobby, I bet. [Singing.) I'll get it![He fumbles in the dark for the 
door, trips over something.) Ow! 
[FITZPATRICK makes a groan as MONTY slowly opens the door, letting I ight into the room 
and revealing FITZPATRICK, back to the audience, and ERNESTO , on his knees in front of 
him. Enter BOBBY. ] 
BOBBY. Oh my God, you guys didn't drink Robitussin again, did you? 
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THE WHAT COMES AFTER THE LAST SCENE SCENE 
SONIA and MONTY are snuggled up in a ball on the couch. BOBBY shoots them both a look 
of disdain and then starts to rant at ERNESTO . SONIA and MONTY, embarrassed, straighten 
up. 
BOBBY. Hey Ernesto, do me a fucking favor, would ya kid? My car is double parked. Go 
down and sit in it for awhile , just until I'm done here. I can not afford another fucking ticket, 
Dude . I owe, like, my soul, Dude. 
ERNESTO. Dude. Whoa . I don't know . 
FITZPATRICK. It'll take two seconds, Man . 
ERNESTO . All right. I guess. 
BOBBY. Here. Take my cell phone . If you get lonely, phone home . 
/BOBBY throws ERNESTO the cell but ERNESTO drops it. BOBBY rolls his eyes and 
ERNESTO gets his jacket. ERNESTO begrudgingly leaves. BOBBY takes a seat far from 
SONIA and MONTY and shoots them looks while he reaches into his backpack. He pulls out 
three large zip-lock freezer bags filled with green and plops them on the table. ] 
FITZPATRICK [staring at pot]. Wow. 
[BOBBY ignores him and pulls out an electronic scale and a box of sandwich baggies. He starts 
measuring bags, and then stuffing them with weed.] 
BOBBY [sarcastic, looking at MONTY and SONIA] So, you kids having fun? 
[SONIA and MONTY look at each other and frown.] 
BOBBY. Cause it sure looks like you ' re having fun, to me, ya know . People drinking 
Robitussin . Getting blow jobs. [To FITZPATRICK] Hey, what did I tell you about that? You 
drink enough of that stuff and you tum gay on my ass. Let this be a lesson to you . [To 
MONTY.] And I ain ' t stupid, you know. We're goddamn professional business associates, are 
we not? 
FITZPATRICK. Hey, what are you doing? 
BOBBY. Just shut up for a second, would you? [He continues dumping weed into bags, now 
more violently.] 
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MONTY. Don't be pissed, man. 
SONIA. Yeah, don't be pissed. It was bound to happen. 
[Voice heard offstage saying: Ring-ring.] 
FITZPATRICK. Hello? What? Hold on [He hands the phone to BOBBY.] It's Ernesto. 
Freaking out, Man. He' s freaking out. 
BOBBY [still talking to MONTY and SONIA] . I'll be goddamn pissed ifl want to be, 
goddamn it. [Picks up the phone.] Yeah. What?! Okay, I'm coming . {Turns off the phone.] God 
fucking damn it! I'll be right back. [Mumbling.] God damn ... stupid ... greasy little spick ... 
motherfucker. [He mumbles out the door.] 
FITZPATRICK. I think something went tragically wrong just now. 
MONTY. What did he say on the phone? 
FITZPATRICK. Dude, fuck if I know. 
SONIA. What did he say? 
FITZPATRICK. This reminds me of the time back in Iraq when me and Stumpy McCormick 
took out this abandoned tank--
MONTY. Shut up! Dude, is Bobby busted or what? 
FITZPATRICK. 
really ... perplexed. 
I'm not sure. It doesn ' t look good for Ernesto though . He sounded 
SONIA. Perplexed, like how? 
FITZPATRICK. Like he just pissed his pants on Bobby's stash. 
SONIA. Oh-my-God. 
MONTY. Now he's really going to kill us. He's gonna be so pissed. 
[SONIA cracks up.] 
SONIA. Get it? 
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MONTY. I'm screwed. All you have to do is fuck him to get back on his good side. Me, I 
actually have to degrade myself. · 
SONIA. Excuse me? 
{ERNESTO busts in, out of breath, followed closely by BOBBY who is whipping him with his 
jacket. ERNESTO tries to hide behind FITZPATRICK but BOBBY starts flailing his jacket at 
FITZPATRICK] 
ERNESTO. Ahhl Stop! 
FITZPATRICK Dude, fucking stop. Geez. 
BOBBY. Faggots unite! You all suck! 
MONTY. Faggots they might be but dude, you must calm down and tell us what happened. 
BOBBY. This freak just pissed all over my product! 
SONIA. This is so tragic. 
BOBBY. And you, [To SONIA.] you trollop! I leave you alone for what, three weeks? And 
this is what I get? My best fucking friend? 
MONTY. Professional business associates. And Dude, it's been like a month. 
BOBBY. Whatever! 
FITZPATRICK. It's getting to be you can't trust anyone anymore. 
ERNESTO. [looking up from behind FITZPATRICK, his hands cautiously wrapped around 
FITZPATRICK's waist.) Yeah. 
